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THE  HEIGHT. 


J.  H.  L.  BAXTER. 

HILE  pressing  on  toward  our  hopes  so  high, 

Every  good  deed  brings  us  nigh, 

Our  heart's  desire,  yon  towering  peak, 

The  goal  for  which  we  toiling  seek. 

Yes,  every  song  the  poet  sings, 

Sweetens  the  task  of  the  music  he  brings, 

While  he  blunders  on  ’mid  toil  and  strife, 

To  reach  the  high  climax  in  life. 

Those  that  in  night  time  toil  so  late, 

Oft  rewarded  are  by  becoming  great, 

Like  the  poet  Milton,  great,  though  blind, 

Who  left  treasures  of  poetic  lore  behind. 

That  mighty  march  toward  the  mount  of  fame, 

Takes  more  than  one  day  of  toil  and  pain. 

Weak  and  pale  they  grow  by  candle  light, 

While  thev  labor  to  reach  that  boundless  height. 

Tho’  it  be  not  our  motto  to  reach  that  height, 

We  should  strive  to  excel  with  all  our  might, 

Our  good  names  we  should  cherish,  and  talents  show 
Daily,  as  onward  thro1  life  we  go. 

Those  who  work  for  glory  with  a quenchless  thirst, 
Shall  at  Knowledge’s  stream  be  drinking  first, 

And  he  seldom  fails  who  gains  courage  fast, 

That  cherished  motto  will  bring  victory  at  last. 
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THE  OLD  SPRING. 


MARTHA  J.  SCHMIDT. 


HERE's  a cool,  flowing  Spring  on  the  hillside, 
Beneath  an  o'erhanging  linden  tree ; 


And  'neath  it  a purple-flowered  mint  patch, 
With  its  perfume,  and  wild  honey-bee. 
'Tis  a bright  summer  day,  and  the  children 
From  the  school-house  over  the  hill, 

Have  come  to  the  spring  'neath  the  linden, 
The  old  water-pail,  to  fill. 


Many  swiftly  fleeting  years  have  sped  onward, 

Since  that  dear,  old  happy  childhood's  day, 

And  Eve  had  my  full  share  of  life's  sorrows, 

Which  have  turned  my  once-brown  locks  to  gray. 
But  my  thoughts  oft  revert  to  that  far  away  past, 
When  a school  boy  I played  'neath  the  tree, 
Whose  branches  droop  over  that  clear,  crystal  flow, 
Softly  calling  the  bird  and  the  bee. 


Oh ! that  old,  old  Spring,  ’neath  the  linden, 
Where  in  childhood's  happy  day  I strayed, 
With  the  merry  care-free  children, 

Who  by  that  old  spring  played. 

Of  the  schoolmates  who  drank  of  its  waters  cool, 
I wonder  where  each  may  be, 

Do  they  sometimes  think  of  those  happy  days, 
And  the  spring  'neath  the  linden  tree? 
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A PRAYER. 


MRS.  CORDINE  MILLER. 


S time  goes  by,  most  every  day 
I find  some  gold  among  the  clay, 
Some  silver  charged,  or  golden  ore 
That  never  saw  the  light  before. 


Are  we  not  miners  more  or  less? 

Who  piles  up  gold  with  good  success 
Is  counted  great,  though  in  gaining  all 
It  may  have  caused  another's  fall. 


But  I mean  gold  in  human  hearts, 

Of  every  living  soul  a part ; 

Though  sometimes  covered  thick  with  clay, 
It  fails  to  see  the  light  of  day. 

And  like  a garden  choked  with  weeds, 

Lie  dormant  there  all  noble  deeds, 

For  want  of  loving,  cheering  words 
From  those  they  meet  to  draw  them  forth. 

j 


I have  never  met  a single  soul 
Without  some  trace  of  purest  gold ; 

It  glimmers  like  a lighted  lamp 
Through  ragged  coat  of  meanest  tramp. 

I pray  that  we  be  more  inclined 
To  look  for  good  in  human  kind ; 

Lift  through  the  clay  some  precious  store 
That  never  saw  the  light  before. 
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SMILE. 


ORPHIA  F.  CRAVEN. 


F we  cannot  move  the  earth, 

Or  still  the  ocean’s  roar, 

Cannot  give  a planet  birth, 

Or  stay  the  tide  upon  the  shore, 
We  can  smile. 


If  we  cannot  lift  the  weight 
Which  bears  our  brother  down, 
Cannot  change  an  adverse  fate, 
Or  give  to  him  a crown, 

We  can  smile. 


If  we  cannot  ease  a pain 
That  eats  the  heart  away, 

Or  cleanse  away  the  stain — • 

?Twas  given  some  bygone  day — 
We  can  smile.  * 


Then  smile,  yes,  smile  some  more. 

What  tho’  the  heart  be  torn, 
And  groaning  with  gnawing  pain 
Of  heavy  sorrows  borne  ? 

We  can  smile. 


Then  smile,  smile,  yes,  smile  some  more 
Oh  ! never  mind  the  tears ! 

For  smiles  will  open  wide  the  door 
Of  hope  for  future  years. 

Then  just  smile. 
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THE  RIVER’S  FLOW. 


H.  W.  TENEY. 

H ! those  happy  days  of  childhood 
And  its  old  familiar  scenes, 

When  1 wandered  o’er  the  meadow 
And  I played  beside  the  stream, 

And  where  willows  dipped  their  branches 
In  the  river’s  silent  flow, 

I have  played  with  happy  comrades 
In  those  days  of  long  ago. 

CHORUS. 

For  the  streamlet  reached  the  ocean 
In  the  river’s  flow, 

And  we  miss  the  happy  faces 
Lit  with  youthful  glow  ; 

And  the  heart  is  sadly  longing 
For  those  days  of  yore, 

And  to  hear  the  welcome  sreetinof 
At  the  cottage  door. 

Then  our  hearts  were  full  of  gladness, 
Our  companions  young  and  gay ; 

And  we  had  no  thought  of  sadness, 

Full  of  pleasure  was  each  day; 

And  upon  the  rippling  streamlet, 

We  would  launch  our  tiny  ships, 
Freighted  rich  in  childish  fancy 
Although  nothing  more  than  chips. 

The  wooded  glen  that  echoed 
To  our  shouts  of  childish  glee, 

Is  silent  now  and  lonely, 

And  a sadness  comes  to  me. 

As  I wander  lone  o’er  meadows 
To  the  cottage  on  the  hill, 

Only  stranger  faces  greet  me 
And  the  welcome  voice  is  still. 
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MY  HOME  IN  THE  WEST. 


MRS.  A.  T.-  TERRY. 


N my  cabin  of  logs  in  the  far-distant  west, 

With  my  loved  one  beside  me  I’m  happy  and  blest. 

I sigh  not  for  pleasures  too  fleeting  to  last, 

But  think  of  them  only  as  dreams  of  the  past. 

The  city  has  charms  for  the  thoughtless  and  gay, 

But  give  me  the  wildwood  where  leaflet  and  spray 
Are  decked  with  the  dew-drop  all  sparkling  and  bright, 
More  brilliant  than  diamonds  of  exquisite  light. 


Oh ! give  me  the  wildwood  where  free  I may  rove, 
Where  birds  carol  sweetly  in  meadow  and  grove, 
Where  wild  flowers  bloom  by  the  murmuring  brook, 
Or  rear  their  bright  heads  from  each  cranny  and  nook ; 
Where  lambkins  sport  merrily  over  the  hill, 

Or  repose  in  the  shade  near  some  cool,  gurgling  rill ; 
And  the  deer  and  the  elk  ramble  fearless  and  free 
O’er  hill  and  o’er  valley,  o’er  forest  and  lea. 

Yes ! give  me  the  wildwood : I love  its  deep  shade 
Where  oft  I may  muse  in  some  cool  mossy  glade, 

Or  list  to  the  notes  of  the  sweet  whippoorwill, 

When  all  else  in  the  forest  is  silent  and  still. 

Oh  ! my  cabin  of  logs  in  the  far-distant  west, 

Though  rude  and  uncouth,  is  the  home  I love  best ; 
For  contentment  and  love  are  the  guests  we  invite 
To  gladden  our  hearts  with  their  magical  light. 
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DRIFTING. 


BERTHA  SAMSON. 

ACK  in  the  dear,  dead  valleys, 

Back  with  the  roses  and  June, 

Back  where  no  step  can  follow, 

I wander  in  sweet  commune. 

When  will  the  heart  cease  aching? 

When  will  the  spirit  find  rest? 

When  will  the  thoughts  cease  turning, 

Far  hack  in  that  fruitless  quest? 

Must  the  past  always  lure  me? 

Miust  the  new  pathways  seem  blind? 
Must  the  heart  still  strive  after 
The  wavs  that  it  cannot  find? 

Whence  comes  this  hopeless  yearning? 

Whence  comes  this  strange,  sad  unrest? 
Whence  come  these  clouds  o’er-whelming, 
That  sweet  twilight  hours  infest? 


Back  in  the  dear,  dead  valleys, 
Wandering  alone  I will  stray, 
Gathering  from  withered  rose-buds, 
Some  petals  to  strew  the  way. 
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EASTER. 


MRS.  EMMA  D.  TREICHLER. 


RING  in  the  white  Easter  lilies 
With  fragrance  rare  and  sweet ; 
Forget  not  the  frail  human  blossoms, 
Wandering  with  careless  feet. 


Pile  high  round  the  pulpit  and  altar, 
White  bloom  and  trailing  green  vine ; 

Forget  not  the  poor  and  the  lonely, 

Who  hunger,  languish  and  pine. 

Sing  anthems  and  hymns  of  redemption 
Of  Christ  triumphant  o’er  death ; 

Forget  not  the  sick  and  the  aged, 

Of  comfort  and  joy  bereft. 

From  organ  and  chorus  voices 
Sweetest  strains  rise  today  ; 

How  think  you  the  Master  will  listen, 
With  many  dear  lambs  astray. 


His  agonized  death,  and  the  Garden 
Of  His  lone  Gethsemane 
Are  passed,  and  His  mission  rests  heavy 
On  those  by  His  Blood  set  free. 
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THE  ENDING. 


FLORENCE  G.  FINCH. 


FRAGRANT  rose-bud  into  full  blossom  breaking, 
A hand  held  out  to  take  it  ere  it  fall, 

An  hour  of  sweetness  and  then  a forsaking, 

A withering  flower — and  that  is  all. 


A young  girl’s  heart  that  knoweth  not  love’s  smarting, 
A tender  voice  that  teaches  love’s  sweet  call, 

A day  of  joy  followed  by  bitter  parting, 

Leaving  a broken  heart — and  that  is  all. 
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TO  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


FLORA  CAMERON  BURR. 


NCE  fair  for  situation, 

Proud  City  of  the  West, 

Gleaner  of  golden  harvests, 

Of  fruits  and  wines  the  best; 

Now  strong  men  bow  with  weeping, 
The  door’s  shut  in  the  street, 

For  God  converses  with  thee 
Now  where  the  two  roads  meet. 


The  golden  bowl  is  broken, 

And  loosed  the  silver  cord, 

The  pitcher  at  the  fountain 
No  water  doth  afford ; 

I’ve  passed  the  tent  of  Abram, 

Yet  still  thee  kindly  greet; 

But  know,  O San  Francisco, 

Thou’rt  where  the  two  roads  meet. 


Egypt  was  famed  for  cities 
All  glorious  in  their  day ; 

But  they  with  Tyre  and  Sidon 
And  Babylon  passed  away ; 
Now  Athen’s  but  a shadow, 

A name  the  Roman  street, 

And  thou,  O San  Francisco, 

Art  where  the  two  roads  meet. 


One  points  to  untold  glory 
When  built  in  righteousness, 

The  other  frowning  Heavens, 

A God  who  will  not  bless ; 

In  splendor  build  without  me, 

I’ll  lay  it  at  my  feet ; 

Choose  now  the  curse  or  blessing — 
Thou’rt  where  the  two  roads  meet. 
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REMINISCENCES. 


W.  F.  JARMAN. 

N THE  south- wind  gently  brushing, 
Cheeks  of  pink  and  hair  of  gold, 

Comes  the  fragrance  of  the  dowers 
Bringing  love  to  young  and  old. 

Wafted  on  the  summer  breezes 
Comes  the  sweet  perfume  so  soft. 

I am  dreaming  life’s  dream  over 
’Mid  the  scenes  I’ve  lived  so  oft. 

Oh ! the  balmy  summer  breezes 

Sweetest  thoughts  to  me  they  bring, 

With  the  flowers  all  in  blossom 
While  the  birds  do  sweetly  sing. 

In  the  spring  among  the  roses 
You  were  sweeter  than  them  all, 

As  I found  you  in  the  garden 
’Neath  the  maple-trees  so  tall. 

Now  the  years  have  gone  and  left  us, 
Years  of  pleasure  they  have  been; 

Every  spot  by  me  is  treasured, 

Looking  back  to  youth’s  fond  dream. 

All  our  life  has  been  a treasure ; 
Many  milestones  we  have  passed. 

Our  reward  is  in  the  future 

When  we’re  welcomed  Home  at  last. 
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OUR  DARLING  IN  HEAVEN. 


MAE  ANNA  LEE. 


UR  Darling  has  gone  to  her  Heavenly  Home, 
To  Yonder  Bright  Mansion  so  fair, 

In  this  sinful  world  no  more  to  roam, 

To  be  ever  with  Jesus  there. 


We  miss  our  baby  so  bright  and  fair, 

We  miss  her  voice  here  below, 

We  miss  her  footsteps  everywhere, 

For  she  has  gone  from  this  world  of  woe. 

Like  the  dove  of  old  to  the  ark 
She  has  flown  forever  to  rest. 

With  the  Angels  she  has  embarked 
To  be  with  the  pure  and  the  blest. 

Our  baby’s  clothes  are  laid  away, 

Her  playthings  are  everywhere. 

And  her  memory  shall  never  decay ; 

By  our  side  is  her  vacant  chair. 


Our  dear  daughter  has  left  us  so  lonely  here, 
Her  prattle’s  forever  ceased. 

We  miss  her  at  home  and  everywhere; 

But  from  pain  she  is  released. 

Our  lovely  gem  so  very  rare, 

Brown  eyes,  cheeks  of  rosy  hue, 

Has  joined  the  saints  forever  there, 

In  that  Heaven  so  old  yet  new. 

The’  buried  on  earth  her  body  lies, 

Her  soul  has  taken  its  flight 

To  dwell  with  Christ  in  Paradise, 

Where  there  is  never  night. 

And  when  our  trials  on  earth  are  o’er, 

Oh ! save  us  by  Thy  Grace ! 

Oh ! bear  us  to  that  Celestial  Shore 
Where  we  shall  meet  her  face  to  face. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


21 


ROSES. 


/ 


CHARLOTTE  HENRIETTA  GARDNER. 

WEET  roses,  in  clusters  of  beauty, 
Twining  our  portals  above, 

Teaching  us  lessons  of  duty, 

Lessons  of  patience  and  love. 


Roses,  for  the  rich  and  the  lowly, 
Roses  for  cottage  and  hall, 
Breathing  their  message  most  holy, 
Of  love  to  our  kind,  one  and  all. 


Rosesj  for  the  Christening  Service, 

Roses  the  bride’s  path  bestrew, 

In  the  hands  of  our  dead  we  place  roses, 
They  enrich  our  lives  all  the  way  through. 
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WHY  HE  WAS  IN  THE  POORHOUSE. 


MARIE  ENZ. 

# 


HY  are  you  in  the  poorhouse?” 
Said  a child  to  a man,  one  day ; 
“Have  you  no  friends  to  love  you — 
Have  they  all  gone  away?” 


“Why  am  I in  the  poorhouse? 

ril  tell  you  the  reason,  child : 

I’m  reaping  today  the  harvest 

Of  the  seed  sown  when  I was  wild. 


“When  a boy,  I was  wild  and  gay, 

Thought  only  of  pleasure  and  sin, 

And  said:  Til  sow  my  wild  oats  first, 

And  then  a new  life  Til  begin. 

“But  the  habit  formed  then,  my  boy, 

I could  not  break  when  a man. 

Today  I’m  reaping  the  harvest, 

And  suffer  as  only  man  can. 

“No,  I’ve  no  one  to  love  me,  child ; 

But  have  only  myself  to  blame : 

For  I left  wife,  children  and  country, 

And  disgraced  my  once-honored  name. 

“No  need  to  ask  why  I’m  in  the  poorhouse, 
God  knows  the  truth  is  plain, 

For  whosoever  breaketh  His  laws 
Will  reap  a harvest  of  pain. 

“So  when  you’re  tempted  to  do  wrong,  my  child, 
Think  of  me  as  I am  today, 

No  one  to  love  me,  no  one  to  care, 

And  in  the  poorhouse  to  stay.” 
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COME  HOME,  MY  BOY. 


MRS.  JENNIE  M’KINSTRY. 


OUR  father’s  gone,  your  mother’s  alone, 
The  days  are  lonely  and  drear. 

With  all  my  might  I pray  each  night 
For  my  boy  to  come  back  here. 


When  the  winds  blow  bold,  and  the  world  grows  cold, 
I long  for  my  bonny  boy  so  dear ; 

As  dark  comes  at  night,  in  the  window  I set  a light, 
To  guide  your  footsteps  here. 


If  you  chance  to  roam  across  the  ocean’s  foam, 
When  my  message  you  receive, 

May  it  your  pleasure  be  to  come  home  to  me, 
That  I may  no  longer  grieve. 
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THE  GLAD  MAY  MONTH. 


SOPHIA  ANN  NOVAK. 


y/JfjrAY,  the  queen  of  roses, 

Comes  to  greet  us  once  more, 
As  we  gather  the  sweet  posies, 
Or  the  apple-blossoms  of  yore. 


May,  the  month  of  all  verdure, 

Is  welcomed  by  us  with  good  cheer, 
Without  a bit  of  censure, 

When  the  song  of  the  robin  we  hear. 


May,  with  the  song  and  shout, 

Is  greeted  by  us  one  and  all, 

When  the  children  come  running  about, 
And  passing  the  inmost  wall. 

May,  with  the  sweet  smelling  air, 
Perfumed  by  the  blossoms  of  peaches, 
That  grow  in  their  native  lair, 

On  trees  that  little  Mil  reaches. 
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HOPE’S  VISION. 


S.  PICKENS  FRICK. 


HEN  I’m  tossed  about, 
By  sin  and  doubt ; 

By  toil  and  care, 

And  grief  and  fear, 

My  soul  looks  up, 
Longing  to  be  free. 


Then  methinks  I see, 
My  home  to  be, 
Where  toil  and  pain 
Cannot  obtain, 

And  grief  and  fear 
Cannot  appear. 


Where  sorrow’s  pall, 

Shall  never  fall, 

Nor  death  nor  sin 
Can  enter  in — 

Where  I shall  rest 

Forever  on  my  dear  Savior’s  breast. 
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TO  THE  DAISY. 


EUREKA  WILLITS. 


ODEST,  tender  flower,  that  comes  to  me, 

But  not  in  an  evil  hour, 

Although  they  were  plucked  from  earth's  store ; 
To  comfort  a life  was  in  their  power. 


Two  weeks  ago,  from  dewy  beds, 

These  darlings  raised  their  little  heads, 

And  looked  about  new  friends  to  find, 

Who  would  welcome  them,  and  treat  them  kind. 


A fortnight  has  passed ; the  hours  have  fled, 
And  still  these  flowers  are  not  dead, 

Three  remain,  and  look  so  sweet, 

Really  ’tis  a blessing  such  colors  to  greet. 


Arrayed  in  dainty  pink  and  white, 

Who  can  say  it  was  not  right, 

To  pluck  these  flowers  from  dewy  beds, 
Where  first  they  raised  their  pretty  heads  ? 


All  things  through  Him  take  nobler  form, 

And  tell  whence,  from  whom  thevTe  borne. 
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UNREST. 


DAVID  B.  CLARK. 


LTERNATELY  placid  and  then  storm-tossed, 
Either  panting  with  heat  or  nipped  by  frost, 

I faint  in  the  desert,  the  sands  upon, 

Where  the  mocking  mirage  still  lures  me  on ; 
For  the  fountains  ahead  that  look  so  fair 
Do  constantly  fade  when  Em  almost  there. 


Just  a helpless  waif  ’neath  the  astral  blue, 

With  a wish  my  vision  might  pierce  it  thro', 
For  there’s  nothing  does  sate  my  yearning  soul, 
In  this  darksome  vale  as  the  cycle’s  roll ; 

And  experience  proves  that  perfect  bliss, 

I can  never  attain  in  worlds  like  this. 


When  I gaze  at  last  on  the  strand  before, 

Where  the  waters  break  on  a wreck-strewn  shore, 
And  I peer  across  on  the  surging  sea, 

That’s  a type  of  a strange  unrest  in  me. 

All  the  billowy  swell  seems  cold  and  gray, 

Like  the  twilight  shades  at  the  close  of  day. 


Ah ! turbulent  tides  of  the  raging  main, 

Is  there  no  surcease  to  this  gnawing  pain ; 

Or  this  aching  void  with  a longing  still, 

That  the  things  of  earth  do  in  no  wise  fill? 

As  I pause  with  feelings  akin  to  fear, 

There  cometli  a whisper:  “Not  here,  not  here!” 
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FOOLING  GRANDMA. 


MRS.  M.  E.  MONTGOMERY. 


AM  SON  plums  we  had  for  supper, 
And  we  thought  them  very  good. 
Each  one  ate  some  and  the  seeds  were 
Placed  upon  each  plate,  and  would 
Be  scraped  out  when  tea  was  over. 

As  I cleaned  away  the  things, 

I saw  four-year-old  Theresa 

Flitting  'round  like  she  had  wings. 


And  I thought,  “She’s  helping  grandma,” 
This  is  what  I thought  she’d  do: 

Nicely  pile  the  knives  together, 

Forks  and  spoons  place  with  them,  wo. 
But  instead  she  took  each  plum  seed, 

Piled  them  all  upon  my  plate. 

Then,  eyes  dancing,  cried,  “O,  Gramma, 
See  how  many  pums  you  ate !” 
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SILENT  HOURS. 


WILLIAM  E.  SKANKS. 


ELCOME,  lonely  shadows  to  the  West, 
While  quiet  reigns  within  my  breast, 
While  golden  stars  stud  the  blue, 

As  the  silent  hours  are  passing  through. 


When  the  birds  have  ceased  their  songs, 
And  the  plodder’s  homeward  gone, 

Then  my  thoughts  drift  a mite, 

With  the  silent  hours  o’  night. 

And  so  ’tis  with  each  fairy  form 

That  arises  like  the  vapors  above  the  pond ; 

They  pass  without  pause  or  sound, 

As  do  the  silent  hours  o’  night. 

Yet  marvel  we  forever  and  ever. 

Can  we  command  them?  Never! 

They  go  from  whence  they  come 
Those  silent  hours  till  morn  anon. 
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CHEER  SONG. 


JOSEPHINE  LLEWELLYN. 


HERE’S  a song-bird  near  my  window, 

Happy  as  a bird  can  be ; 

Cheer-notes  he  is  sweetly  singing — 

Cheer  is  all  his  melody. 

He  sings,  “Cheer”  and  “Quit-quit-quit!’ 
Oh ! the  happy  sound  of  it ! 


He  has  not  a home  nor  shelter 
In  the  blue  fields  of  the  air ; 

But  this  comforter  in  feathers 
Warbles  sweetly  everywhere. 

He  sings,  “Cheer”  and  “Quit-quit-quit!’ 
Oh ! the  happy  sound  of  it ! 

No  one  ever  heard  him  grumble : 

“Food  is  hard  to  get,” 

Nor,  “The  rain  has  soaked  my  feathers — 

I am  cold  and  wet.” 

He  sings,  “Cheer”  and  “Quit-quit-quit !’ 
Oh ! the  happy  sound  of  it ! 


I will  cheer,  I will  not  worry 
Though  the  stars  may  fall. 

I’ll  quit  brooding  over  trouble, 

There  is  joy  enough  for  all. 

I’ll  sing,  “Cheer”  and  “Quit-quit-quit !” 
Oh  ! the  happy  sound  of  it ! 
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TO  THE  GIRL  OF  ARKANSAS. 


ALONZO  SHEWMAKER. 

OWN  in  the  good  old  State  of  Arkansas, 

I know  a girl  whose  eyes  are  blue, 

And  to  this  girl  there  is  no  Haw, 

And  I know  she  is  kind  and  true. 

On  her  face  she  has  a pleasant  smile, 

And  her  hands  are  warm  and  tender, 

She  looks  as  pleasant  as  a little  child, 

And  her  ways  Til  long  remember. 

You  may  talk  of  the  State  of  Arkansas, 

With  your  tongue  loose  at  both  ends, 

You  may  shake  hands  with  every  friendly  paw, 
And  the  story  but  begins. 

I love  the  breeze  of  the  Sunny  South. 

There  the  song-sparrow  sings  so  gay. 

While  singing  they  open  wide  their  mouth, 

And  people  can  hear  what  they  say. 

This  pretty  little  maid  with  eyes  so  blue, 

And  complexion  so  bright  and  fair, 

In  my  heart  I have  a love  for  you, 

Which  ever  will  stav  there. 

j 

Arkansas  is  a grand  and  glorious  State, 

Where  the  fish  are  plentiful  in  the  brooks, 

If  you  fish  the  right  way  you  can  be  great, 

If  you'll  avoid  the  crooks  and  nooks. 

If  you  want  to  catch  fish,  go  to  Arkansas, 

And  there  drop  in  the  hook  and  line, 

There  is  as  good  fish  as  ever  did  grow, 

And  that’s  where  I aim  to  catch  mine. 

And  if  I fail  to  catch  this  blue-eyed  girl, 

You  can  sav  the  line  did  break, 

For  she’s  the  best  fish  in  all  this  world, 

Or  the  best  that  Arkansas  can  make. 
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GET  ABOVE  THE  JOSTLING  CROWD. 


IDA  STEWART  SHARP. 


OES  the  road  seem  rough,  my  brother? 

Is  life’s  journey  long  and  hard? 
Rise  and  walk  with  God,  my  brother : 
Get  above  the  jostling  crowd. 


Be  not  of  this  world,  though  in  it : 
Rise  in  thought,  and  soar  in  song, 
Lay  your  treasure  up  in  Heaven, 

Get  above  the  jostling  throng. 


Are  you  jarred  by  competition, 

By  the  struggle  long  and  loud? 
There  is  room  for  you  up  higher, 
Get  above  the  jostling  crowd. 

Is  your  income  small  and  scanty, 

So  you  can’t  live  like  the  proud? 
Be  in  fashion  with  the  Angels, 

Get  above  the  jostling  crowd. 


Do  your  friends  misunderstand  you? 

Get  above  the  jostling  crowd. 

If  you’d  do  as  God  commands  you, 
Get  above  the  jostling  crowd. 


As  in  days  of  old  did  Enoch, 

For  three  hundred  vears  we’re  told, 
Rise,  and  walk  with  God.  My  brother, 
He  will  joys  to  you  unfold. 


Live  a life  so  high  and  noble, 

With  a purpose  pure  and  strong. 

You  may  help  some  struggling  brother — 
Get  above  the  jostling  throng. 

If  you  walk  with  God,  my  brother, 

You  can  see  beyond  the  cloud, 

Where  the  sun  is  ever  shining. 

Get  above  the  jostling  crowd. 
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MEMORIES 


MRS.  FLORENCE  RALSTON. 


DEAR  old-fashioned  face, 

With  eyes  all  dim’d  with  tears, 
A face  still  remembered 
Thro’  all  the  passing  years. 

The  old  old-fashioned  garden, 

All  scented  with  the  flowers, 
Form’d  a perfect  Eden 

Hidden  away  among  its  bowers. 


The  old  old-fashioned  orchard, 

With  tall  old  apple  trees, 

The  sweet-scented  blossoms, 

All  buzzing  with  the  bees. 

The  little  running  brooklet, 

Rippling  through  the  meadows  green, 
Form’d  the  grandest  picture 
That  ever  has  been  seen. 


Oh ! these  old,  old  memories, 

How  they  sometimes  make  us  think, 
That  we  should  lead  a better  life — 
Live  closer  to  Heaven’s  brink. 

Some  days  we  are  so  weary, 

And  life  seems  an  empty  blank, 
Think  of  these  old  memories 
That  we  have  God  to  thank. 
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A SONG  OF  SPRING. 


MRS.  P.  H.  B.  STARR. 


PRING  is  here,  full  of  cheer, 

Like  a living  thing; 

Freeing  frost-bound  streams  and  fountains, 
Bordering  with  green  the  mountains ; 
Caroling,  fairy  Spring, 

Lovely,  laughing  Spring. 


Spring  is  here,  ever  dear, 

Joyfully  we  sing ; 

While  we  list  her  footfall  fleeting, 
Happy  hearts  still  higher  beating, 
Welcoming  fairy  Spring, 

Lovely,  laughing  Spring. 


Spring  is  here,  far  and  near, 

Joyous  bird-notes  ring, 

While  the  humblest  reeds  and  grasses 
Rise  to  greet  her  as  he  passes, 
Welcoming,  fairy  Spring, 

Lovely,  laughing  Spring. 


Spring  is  here,  carol  clear, 

Let  the  echoes  ring, 

From  all  happy  hearts  and  voices, 
While  the  glad  green  earth  rejoices, 
Welcoming  fairy  Spring, 

Lovely,  laughing  Spring. 
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THE  PICNIC. 


WM.  P.  BUTLER. 

COME,  jolly  boys, 

Don’t  make  a noise, 

Till  John  and  Jane 
Join  in  our  train. 

A picnic  rare 
We’ll  have  out  there 
Ladies  and  gents 
With  instruments. 


Then  all  the  crowd 
Will  sing  aloud. 

Big  trees  have  made 
A splendid  shade ; 

The  grass  is  green 
And  always  clean, 

Where  all  can  dance 
And  play  games  of  chance. 


Good  lemonade, 

Kept  in  the  shade, 

With  sugar  and  ice, 

Put  in  for  spice, 

We’ll  cheer  our  hearts 
Till  the  last  one  departs. 
We’ll  praise  the  food, 
’Cause  it  is  good. 
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OUR  SAVIOUR  CALLS. 


MRS.  MARY  J.  RIDDLE. 


JESUS,  my  Saviour,  I come 

To  seek  Thy  face,  I pray  forgive; 

To  plead  Thy  mercies  where’er  I roam, 
That  I may  see  Thy  face  and  live. 


Jesus  died  for  sinners  like  me, 

Help  me,  Saviour,  on  Thee  I call ; 
For  my  sins  He  hung  upon  the  tree. 
Now  I come.  He  is  my  all,  my  all. 


With  streams  of  blood  that  did  descend, 
To  cleanse  us  from  all  sins  He  died, 
That  we  may  on  Jesus  depend 

As  our  Companion  and  our  Guide. 


Oh ! how  the  tomb  did  burst  asunder ! 

Behold ! the  rocks  and  hills  do  quake ! 

When  the  mighty  peals  of  thunder 

This  earth  from  center  to  center  does  shake. 
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WE’LL  UNDERSTAND. 


LAURA  A.  HOAG. 

E do  not  know,  we  cannot  see 
What  lies  before  for  you,  for  me ; 

But  this  we  know,  in  that  Fair  Land, 
Some  day,  some  time,  we’ll  understand. 


Then  we  shall  know  why  cares  were  given, 
Why  tears  were  shed,  why  hearts  were  riven  ; 
His  light  that  maketh  all  things  plain 
Will  prove  each  loss  eternal  gain. 


He  leads  us  now  through  life's  dark  night. 
He  leads  us  in  the  paths  of  right. 

O,  trust  His  Loving  Hand  to  guide, 

And  daily  in  His  Love  abide. 


When  day  is  done,  when  morning  light — 
The  light  of  Heaven  gives  perfect  sight, 
Then  with  full  joy  our  hearts  shall  sing 
Glad  praises  to  our  Heavenly  King. 
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LIVING  WATERS. 


JAMES  A.  WARD. 


OULD  you  all  your  sorrows  heal, 
Would  you  joy  exceeding  know? 
Come  with  trusting  heart,  and  kneel 
Where  the  Living  Waters  flow. 


Do  not  think  a price  to  bring, 
Child  of  sorrow  and  of  woe, 
Simply  to  the  Promise  cling 
Where  the  Living  Waters  flow. 


Are  your  sins  like  crimson  dyed? 

You  can  wash  them  white  as  snow; 
All  your  wants  can  be  supplied, 
Where  the  Living  Waters  flow. 


Beams  of  love  and  joy  divine 

With  their  soft  and  radiant  glow, 
Seek  in  darkened  souls  to  shine, 
Where  the  Living  Waters  flow. 


Will  you  have  your  sins  forgiven, 
Will  you  to  that  Fountain  go? 
You  can  taste  the  joys  of  Heaven 
Where  the  Living  Waters  flow. 
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A CHILD’S  PRAYER. 


NETTIE  RITTER. 

EAR  Jesus,  when  night  is  nearing, 
And  I must  go  to  sleep, 

I must  ask  again  in  confidence 
For  Thou  my  soul  to  keep. 


I love  to  ask  for  wisdom, 

And  guidance  from  Above, 
Knowing  Thou  in  Thy  great  Mercy 
Wilt  send  it  all  in  Love. 


When  I another  day  begin, 

I love  to  seek  Thee,  Lord, 

Keep  me  I pray  from  every  sin, 

Help  me  to  understand  Thy  Word. 

I pray  Thee  give  me  health  and  strength 
To  meet  the  coming  day ; 

I pray  Thee  keep  and  guide  me, 

And  lead  me  in  Thy  Way. 


Ofttimes  when  tired  from  worldly  cares, 
I love  to  steal  away, 

And,  gaining  strength  to  meet  the  foe, 
Go  forth  to  work  and  sow. 
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NOTHING  HIDDEN. 


FRANCES  J.  GODFREY  GEIGER. 


HERE’S  nothing  hidden  in  nature, 

There’s  nothing  hidden  away 
But  somehow  sooner  or  later 

Will  be  brought  to  the  light  of  day. 

You  may  hide  your  faults  in  the  darkness, 
Your  mistakes  bury  deep  in  the  ground; 
But  some  one  is  sure  to  find  them, 

And  show  others  the  light  they  have  found. 


There  is  nothing  hidden,  my  brother, 
So  deep  beneath  the  sod, 

But  some  loving  ministering  angel 
Will  bring  it  to  the  light  of  God. 

For  the  light  of  truth  is  cleansing ; 
Do  not  bury  it  in  dark  despair ; 

For  the  world  will  be  all  the  better 
If  we  give  it  light  and  air. 

There’s  nothing  hidden  in  Glory 
When  all  is  peace  and  love ; 

For  our  sorrows  all  have  vanished, 
Dissolved  by  the  Light  Above ; 

For  Lust  and  Sin  and  Rapine 
Cannot  stand  the  light  of  day  ; 

So  turn  on  the  Light,  my  brother. 
And  drive  all  error  away. 
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WHEN  MARY  TOLD  ME  “NO.” 


HERMAN  B.  HEAP. 

HEN  Mary  told  me  “No”  that  day, 

My  heart  came  nigh  to  breakin’ ; 

It  made  me  mad ; it  made  me  sad, 

And  I felt  like  one  forsaken, 

It  hit  me  hard  when  I got  “Dumped” ; 

It  filled  my  heart  with  woe. 

My  “Hand”  was  good,  but  I was  “Trumped”, 
When  Mary  told  me  “No”. 

I played  my  “Hearts’1  on  her  awhile; 

Then  “Diamonds”  to  persuade  her; 

I tried  to  “Bluff”  her;  I tried  to  “Stuff”  her; 

I thought  I could  invade  her ; 

But  with  her  “Spades”  I got  a “Whack” ; 

It  hurts,  she  hit  me  so ; 

Then  with  her  “Clubs”  I came  “Ker-Smack”, 
When  Mary  told  me  “No.” 

When  Mary  told  me  “No”  that  day, 

My  little  game  was  over ; 

And  I was  beat,  so  I’ll  retreat 
To  hunt  some  other  clover. 

I guess  I’ll  live  until  I die, 

Though  I was  treated  so ; 

But  Oh!  it  made  my  poor  heart  sigh, 

When  Mary  told  me  “No”. 
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AUTUMN. 


FLORA  P.  BURSON. 


breeze  is  gently  calling, 

Vit^The  leaves  so  surely  falling, 

The  birds  are  flying  southward  far  away ; 
The  pretty  flowers  are  dying. 

Oh  ! don't  you  bear  them  sighing  ? 

And  all  the  world  around  me  looks  so  gray. 


The  apples  sweet  and  mellow, 

The  pumpkins  large  and  yellow, 

Are  waiting  to  be  picked  and  stored  away ; 
The  corn  with  tassels  brittle 
And  golden  ears  not  little, 

Is  waiting  for  the  early  harvest  day. 


The  squirrels  so  shy  and  chiding 
Whole  hoards  of  nuts  are  hiding, 

Down  yonder  in  the  old  and  hollow  tree ; 

And  all  the  fruit  and  flowers 
I could  talk  about  for  hours 
And  the  red  and  yellow  leaves  are  fair  to  see. 

But  what  is  it  that  is  brewing? 

For  there's  surely  something  doing; 

Who’s  coming  now  to  claim  things  far  and  near? 
’Tis  autumn,  gentle  autumn, 

Who  so  eagerly  has  sought  them, 

And  Jack  Frost  came  to  tell  us  that  she’s  here. 
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MY  FAIRY  QUEEN. 


CARL  G.  ALBRIGHT. 


Y LITTLE  Irene  is  a fairy  queen, 

As  every  one  will  say ; 

The  color  of  her  eyes  outshines  the  skies 
Of  a glorious  April  clay ; 

She's  like  a flower  that  blooms  every  hour, 
Perfuming  the  atmosphere ; 

She’s  filled  with  love  like  the  air  above, 
And  my  thoughts  to  her  I steer. 


Oh!  every  night  when  the  moon  shines  hriglfl, 
I take  a walk  by  her  side ; 

She  is  so  true,  and  she  loves  me  too, 

And  says  she'll  by  my  bride ; 

She's  like  a star  that  shines  from  afar, 

So  innocent  and  bright; 

Her  thoughts  are  pure  and  one  thing's  sure, 
She's  turned  my  darkness  into  light. 


I long  for  the  time,  when  she'll  be  mine, 
When  I can  claim  her  for  my  own, 
When  her  face  so  sweet  and  form  so  neat 
Will  grace  my  cabin  home; 

She  is  so  kind,  so  gentle  and  refined, 

I could  not  love  her  more ; 

It’s  happy  I’ll  be  when  her  face  I can  see 
Every  hour  in  the  twenty-four. 


DISCONTENT. 


LOTTIE  A.  SEYMOUR. 

H ! discontent — the  world  is  full  of  discontent ; 

Not  satisfied,  but  ever  longing  to  invent 
Something  greater  than  the  world  has  ever  known. 

No  man  can  doubt,  but  he  must  own 
That  here  today 

No  power  holds  a greater  sway. 

Man's  brains  are  never  idle,  and  he  sees  in  vision  fair 
A new  invention  that  will  make  the  whole  world  stare. 
Genius  with  its  lofty  light 
Gives  to  the  world  its  gifts  so  bright. 


No  power  can  stay  its  onward  course 
O’er  land  as  o’er  the  sea : 

If  man  were  satisfied, 

No  changes  would  there  be ; 

For  discontented,  it  will  not  wait, 

It  points  the  way 
To  nobler  works  each  day. 

So,  discontent,  we  hail  with  joy 
The  brightness  that  you  bring ; 

In  praise  and  poesy,  of  thee  we  sing. 
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SWEET  IS  THE  REST  HE  GIVETH. 


MISS  CHLOE  T.  PAINE. 


RING  all  your  cares  and  your  sorrows. 
And  lay  them  at  His  feet ; 

’Tis  a blessed  place  to  leave  them, 
He’ll  make  the  bitter  sweet. 

He’ll  help  us  carry  our  burdens, 

The  heavier  part  He’ll  take, 

And  will  make  them  light  and  easy, 

If  borne  but  for  His  sake. 


He’ll  change  our  sorrows  to  gladness 
If  we  bring  all  our  care, 

And  one  by  one  He’ll  weave  them 
Into  a net-work  fair. 

Of  hope  and  joy  and  a gladness 
That  the  world  never  knew, 

Of  peace  that  flows  like  a river, 

All  life’s  rough  journey  through. 

Our  lives  will  grow  purer,  sweeter, 
For  trials  borne  aright, 

As  earth,  when  rough  storms  are  over 
Grows  beautiful  and  bright. 

Then  we’ll  bring  our  everv  sorrow, 
’Twill  please  the  Master  best. 

He  said  to  the  heavy-laden, 

"Come  unto  Me  and  rest.” 


Oh ! sweet  is  the  rest  He  giveth, 
No  more  worrv  and  care ; 

We’re  never  alone,  forsaken, 

He’s  with  us  everywhere ; 

And  when  life’s  journey  is  ended, 
He’ll  welcome  us  Above, 

There  again  to  meet  our  dear  ones 
In  that  Bright  Home  of  Love. 


HEART,  BE  STILL, 


FRANCES. 

EART,  be  still ! WhyTt  thou  so  sad  ? 

The  heart  you  love  may  love  you, 
Tho’  you  know  it  not,  and  so  feel  bad, 
’Tis  known  by  the  God  above  you. 


Heart,  be  still ! Why  grieving  so, 

Why  art  thy  tears  down  pouring? 
Some  message  of  love  may  come  to  you 
From  the  one  you  are  adoring. 


Heart,  be  still ! Why  lonely  be  ? 

We  all  are  in  God’s  keeping, 
He  watcheth  o’er  the  absent  ones 
Whether  awake  or  sleeping. 


Heart,  be  still,  and  cease  repining, 

Put  your  trust  in  the  Father  in  Heaven, 
Mayhap  thy  heart  He  is  refining 
By  this  suffering  He  has  given. 
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OH!  COME,  LOVE,  WITH  ME. 


MINNIE  SAUCKE. 


H ! come,  love,  away  to  the  wood  with  me 
Where  no  prying  eyes  our  love  can  see ; 

For  it  is  too  precious  for  public  gaze. 

I wish  I could  take  thee  down  deep  in  a cave, 

And  there  gently  fold  thee  to  my  breast ; 

With  soft  burning  kisses,  I would  lull  thee  to  rest. 
We  would  be  far  away,  from  gossiping  tongue 
Together  away  from  the  noise  and  the  hum. 


Oh  ! come  love  with  me  to  the  woods  so  green 
And  sit  on  the  mossy  banks  of  the  stream ; 

We  will  watch  the  silent  water  flow, 

We  can  hear  the  birds’  carol,  sweet  and  low, 
While  the  soft  breezes  gently  sigh  to  thee, 

I would  clasp  you  so  tenderly  to  me, 

And  my  kisses  would  burn  down  deep  in  thy  soul, 
And  you  would  return  my  love  three  fold. 
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CROWNED  BY  ADVERSITY. 


W.  M.  BURNS. 


TILL  o’er  earth’s  sky, 

The  clouds  of  dust  do  roll;  and,  O Frisco, 

None  but  they  who  e’er  can  say 
’Twas  God's  revenge;  and  now  ye  rise, 

Tho’  first  by  negligence  chastised. 

And  sweet  and  long  the  summer  of  life, 

For  you  were  waiting  in  glory  and  beauty, 

Your  Golden  Gate  to  swing. 

And  tho’  the  once  lusty  things  of  life 
Are  shrouded  with  the  ashes  of  the  past, 

The  sun-loving  bosoms  are  bringing  back  again 

The  joy  of  summer's  richest  store,  the  homings  of  the  past, 

And  tho't  shall  rise,  thy  Father’s  aid 

To  heal  the  wound  His  erring  ones  hath  made, 

And  stop  the  proud  oppressor's  way, 

And  break  his  bonds  for  peace  and  love. 

Then  shall  Frisco  swing  wide  her  Golden  Gate, 

And  in  her  streets  shall  deathless  virtue  live. 

No  more  her  thirsty  flocks  shall  frown  forlorn : 

The  pilfering  ones  shall  pass  away ; 

A new  Eden  shall  deck  the  streets  of  rubbish, 

And  a Fountain  of  Living  Water  shall  cool  the  streets  of  Chinatown. 
Now  that  Frisco  to  the  world  is  known, 

Your  Golden  Gate  shall  swing 
To  throngs  too  numberless  to  tell, 

New  life  thy  mournful  places  take, 

And  o’er  thy  mountains  high,  their  summit  will  soon  be  gained, 
And  bright  the  world  with  love  and  peace  attained. 

Then  may  the  freeman's  voice  be  heard 
From  pole  to  pole,  from  shore  to  shore, 

Till  with  glad  hearts  we  shall  embrace 
The  universal  monarchy  of  man. 
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LEAD  US  ON. 


MARTHA  LENA  BEATTIE. 


HO'  the  way  seem  hard,  O Jesus, 
Lead  us  on. 

Tho?  the  path  be  dark  and  dreary 
To  our  Home. 

Take  us  by  Thy  powerful  Hand ; 
Lead  us  to  Immanuel’s  land, 

Our  Father’s  Son. 


Tho’  our  courage  fail,  O Jesus, 

Lead  us  on. 

Tho’  our  faith  grow  weak,  our  Savior, 
Lend  Thine  own. 

Make  our  hearts  in  Thee  to  trust ; 
And  ourselves  on  Thee  to  thrust, 

Dear  Loved  One. 


Tho’  our  friends  forsake  us,  Jesus, 
Lead  us  on. 

Tho’  the  world  seem  all  against  us, 
Loved  ones  gone ; 

May  we  ne’er  forget  Thee  there! 
In  the  Heavenly  Mansions  fair, 
Call  us  Home. 
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DEATH  COMES  AT  DAWN. 


NORMA  V.  JORDAN. 


WAS  just  at  the  dawn  of  morning,  ' 
Our  City  in  slumber  lay, 

No  dream  of  danger  forewarning 
The  fate  of  loved  ones  that  day, 
When  the  earth  trembling  and  yawning, 
Sank  as  the  day  was  dawning. 


Cho. 

None  can  describe  the  sad  picture 
Of  the  harrowing  scenes  of  distress, 

When  the  quake  and  fierce  flames  had  stricken 
San  Francisco,  the  pride  of  the  West. 


Who  can  bring  tidings  of  lost  ones? 

Can  no  friends  tell  the  last  words  said  ? 
Only  the  wild  waves  of  ocean 

Seem  to  answer,  “We’ll  give  up  the  dead.” 

At  the  dawn  of  that  great  resurrection  morn 
When  swells  the  sound  of  the  trumpet  horn. 
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KING  ALCOHOL. 


FRANKLIN  HOWARD,  JR. 

ING  Alcohol,  when  thou  dost  rule, 

A despot,  here  on  God's  foot-stool, 

To  work  our  ruin  is  thine  aim; 

Our  fight  for  freedom  but  a game 
To  please  the  devil  and  the  ghoul, 

King  Alcohol. 

The  will  of  man  is  but  thy  tool, 

Alike  the  learned  and  the  fool. 

Accurs’d  the  day  when  thou  became 
As  powerful  as  sword  or  flame ! 

Oft  thy  sparkling  cup  turns  to  gory  pool, 
King  Alcohol. 

One  day  spent  in  thy  Hell-taught  school, 

A passion's  born  but  thee  can  cool, 

To  be  thy  slave.  Then,  tho'  we  blame 
Thee  for  our  troubles,  just  the  same 
We  drown  them  in  thy  tempting  pool, 

King  Alcohol. 
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THE  WOODLAND  TREASURE. 


LLOYD  REED. 


ITH  a thousand  whispering  voices 
Softly  speaks  the  wood  to  me ; 
And  my  soul  in  time  rejoices — 
Only  here  can  I be  free. 


Uproar  none,  or  vile  commotion, 
Now  disturbs  my  peaceful  heart ; 
Nor  life's  troubled,  heaving  ocean 
Can  induce  a tear  to  start. 


Not  the  howling  of  its  surges, 

As  they  break  upon  the  strand ; 

Or  the  world's  gigantic  splurges, 

Can  infest  this  hallowed  land. 

Here  I'm  safe  from  all  the  thunder, 

Of  the  world  so  proud  and  vain ; 
From  the  cares  that  rend  asunder; 

And  the  greed  for  earthly  gain. 

None  can  harm,  or  fill  with  terror; 

Breed  deceit,  or  lead  astray ; 

Nor  to  sow  the  seeds  of  error ; 

Cause  to  sin,  or  spread  dismay. 

Now  I'm  free  from  cares  and  trouble, 
That  alarm  the  wearv  breast. 

Here  amid  the  moss-grown  rubble, 

By  the  trees,  I pause  to  rest. 

Oh ! the  bliss  and  priceless  treasure, 

Of  a moment  calm  and  free ; 

Peace  and  comfort  none  can  measure — 
Far  beyond  the  world’s  decree. 

More  than  gold,  the  woodland  splendor, 
Life  has  here  a touch  divine ; 

Voices  sweet  commune,  and  tender — 
All  the  glory,  Saviour,  Thine. 
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UNCLE  JEREMIAH’S  VISIT  TO  THE  COUNTY  FAIR. 


FRANCES  ALBRO  GIDDINGS. 


(ES,  I went  to  the  county  fair,  all  the  folks  were  going, 

I longed  to  see  the  sights  and  what  they  all  were  growing. 
But  I reckoned  without  my  host : tell  you,  I got  left,  sure, 
There  wa’n’t  a tarnal  thing  ’twas  there — the  real  old  Simon  Pure. 


When  Jemima  and  I,  we  used  to  go  each  year  in  September, 

We  always  had  a jolly  time,  well  do  I remember. 

I used  to  hitch  the  old  bay  mare  ’fore  the  one  boss  wagon. 

We  did  not  have  a care;  everything  had  a tag  on. 

Jemima  took  quilts  and  such;  she  made  ’em  to  perfection. 

I pumpkins,  corn,  and  squash ; neighbors  envied  to  distraction. 
Women  made  ginger  bread,  such  as  we  had  on  training, 

Butter,  cheese,  dried  stuff,  an’  these ; fact  there  was  no  naming. 

Such  calves  an’  slioats,  sheep  and  goats,  horses,  cows,  an’  chickens, 
We  raised  upon  the  farm,  it  really  beat  the  dickens. 

We  gathered  and  preserved,  got  ’em  there  with  care. 

Everything  got  a ribbon  at  the  county  fair. 

Oh ! yes,  I went  with  all  the  rest  to  the  county  fair. 

’Spose  everything  was  at  its  best ; I did  not  seem  to  care. 

I ain’t  no  eye  for  trumpery,  drawn  work,  battenberg,  an'  like  o’  that, 
Sofa  pillows,  tennyriff,  and  a fifteen  dollar  hat. 

There  was  ’mobiles,  horseless  wagons,  an’  inventions  by  the  score, 
So  a man  could  sleep  till  eight,  who  used  to  rise  at  four. 

There  was  machines  to  do  the  singing,  and  talked  so  very  grand, 
The  way  that  they  could  toot, — it  just  could  beat  the  band. 

Soon  man  won’t  need  to  eat  or  sleep,  he  can  do  so  by  machine ; 
’Twill  all  be  automatic,  and  run  off  by  the  ream; 

But  when  they  can  grow  a second  crop  of  hair, 

I’ll  take  a lightning  transit,  hie  to  the  county  fair. 
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CASTLES  IN  AIR. 


ALICE  WOOD  KIRKPATRICK. 

TfifT  WAS  long  ago  when  we  loved  each  other, 
jjj  I remember  it  all — how  first  we  met, 

How  as  half  in  a dream  we  talked  together, 

My  being  thrilled — can  I ever  forget 
That  weird  wild  fancy  so  strange  and  new 
That  ran  through  my  soul  baptising  my  life 
With  the  fullness  and  sweetness  of  Heaven?  vou 

Seemed  an  angel  dropped  down  ’mid  its  tumult  and  strife 


I remember  the  rain  trickled  down  o’er  the  roof, 

How  gloomy  and  cold  and  dark  was  the  day ! 

Rut  new-born  love  and  the  fullness  of  youth 
Lent  it  the  effulgence  and  brightness  of  May. 

Your  eyes,  like  forgetmenots  moistened  with  dew, 
Shone  tenderly  clear  ’neath  lashes  of  brown — 

While  your  cheek  glowed  afresh  as  I bade  you  Adieu, 
And  you  asked  me  to  soon  again  call  round. 

I called  again  and  we  drifted  together 
Into  the  summer'  of  love’s  sweet  dream ; 

Through  budding  April’s  fickle  weather 
We  gathered  wild  flowers  by  the  stream, 

And  talked  and  planned  of  a future  day 
When  together  we’d  be  forevermore ; 

But  that  future  has  come  and  flown  away, 

And  memory  alone  remains  of  yore. 


For  our  barques  on  the  whirling  eddies  of  life. 

Were  caught  in  the  ripples  that  flung  us  apart ; 
They  found  you  a husband,  I wedded  a wife, 

And  hid  from  the  world  the  scar  in  my  heart. 
Our  hair  is  now  gray,  our  children  are  grown ; 

Yet  I can  close  my  eyes  in  April  weather, 

And  in  fancy  sit  by  the  dear  old  stream 

Where  we  built  our  castles  in  air  together. 


MAUDIDA. 


THOMAS  PRICE. 


Y daughter,  in  the  years  now  past, 

And  in  the  years  that  yet  shall  come 
Until  the  silence  falls  at  last, 

Dear  daughter  of  my  house  and  home, 

I do  not  know  when  we  shall  part, 

Darling  of  a fond  father’s  heart ! 

And  would  not  have  my  tears  to  start. 

Proud  of  the  soldier’s  name  I bear, 

Rich  in  the  daughter’s  love  I share, 

I calmly  look  on  life  and  smile, 

Cherish  my  blessing  for  a while, 

Earn — Yes  at  length,  Heaven’s  Crown  to  wear. 


GOD’S  PRESENCE. 


CLARENCE  W.  LEFAVOUR. 

AY  we,  Lord,  in  the  room  of  Prayer 
Find  Thy  Gracious  Presence  there; 
As  we  hear  Thy  dear  Word  read, 
Through  its  strength  by  thee  we  feed. 


Lord,  Thy  Presence  in  our  lives 
Lifts  us  up  as  hard  we  strive 
To  better  self,  and  with  us  hold 
Thy  precious  promise  full  of  gold. 


Father,  Thy  Presence  in  the  hour  of  trial 
Is  sweet  to  us  when  tempted  to  denial ; 
And  with  the  strength  of  the  Sabbath  Day, 
We  shall  go  rejoicing  on  our  way. 
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AT  THE  DAWNING  OF  THE  DAY. 


ALICE  B.  TRACY. 

IGHT  had  fallen  o’er  the  city, 

San  Francisco’s  streets  were  bright; 
Who  could  see  the  coming  morrow, 
Fraught  with  sorrow’s  darkest  blight? 
Little  children  laughed  and  sported, 
Maidens  blushed  at  love’s  behest ; 
Proud  she  stood  in  conscious  splendor, 
Queenly  city  of  the  west. 


The  city  lay  in  deepest  slumber. 

The  stars  had  just  waned,  and  the  morn 
Was  breaking  in  wondrous  beauty 
O’er  the  hills  like  a beautiful  dream. 
Through  the  mists  and  fogs  that  hung  o’er  her 
Like  curtains  across  the  great  bay, 

And  winds  through  the  golden  gate  blowing 
Had  welcomed  the  coming  day. 


Rude  was  the  waking  that  morning, 
Wakened  to  death  and  doom; 

Saint  and  sinner  akin  in  their  sorrow, 
Each  heart  alike  filled  with  gloom. 
Beautiful  last  night  the  city 

Looked  down  on  the  sunset  sea. 
Tonight  from  dome  and  window 
No  light  of  welcome  we  see. 


After  the  night  is  over, 

After  the  play  is  done, 

After  the  revelry  ceases 

Death  stands  waiting  at  dawn, 
Waiting  to  hurl  the  thousands 

Who  are  thoughtless,  giddy  and  gay, 
Down  through  the  pall  of  darkness 
At  the  dawning  of  the  day. 
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THOUGHTS. 


VESTA  E.  LEE. 

WANDERED  down  the  quiet  lane 
Where  violets  are  wont  to  grow, 

And  si  ch  sweet  flowers  as  shun  the  main 
And  soothe  my  throbbing  brow. 


Oh ! hearts  that  ache  and  ache  and  break, 
In  silence  make  no  moan, 

All  for  true  love  and  sorrow’s  sake 
Hast  thou  all  callous  grown  ? 


Or  doth  the  ultimate  exceed 

With  promise  to  thy  troubled  soul, 
In  fret  of  life  and  time  of  need 

With  hope’s  bright  steadfast  goal? 


And  all  the  fume  and  fret  of  life 
That  makes  it  as  a whole, 

All  colors  thus  unite  in  white, 
With  harmonious  enrole. 


Thus  two  discordant  notes, 
The  third  discordant  too, 
All  harmonious  if  enrote, 
And  blend  in  concert  true. 
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A SUMMER  SONG. 


EVA  SEWALL  GAINES. 

WEET  and  low  the  breezes  breathe, 
Sweet  and  low  to  me, 

As  the  rose  I twine  and  the  bud  I wreathe 
A garland  of  flowers  for  thee. 

I sit  out  here  in  the  summer  wind 
Thinking,  Love,  of  thee, 

And  Fancy  comes  with  touch  divine 
And  brings  thee  near  to  me. 

Soft  and  low  the  red  rose  sighs 
Her  gentlest  praise  of  thee, 

And  the  quivering  grass  in  gladness  cries, 
And  the  poppies  laugh  at  me. 

The  trees  above  are  whispering  low 
My  lovely  lady’s  fame, 

And  yon  wild  blue  bird  in  a rippling  flow 
Warbles  my  loved  one’s  name. 

And  hark ! the  waves  of  the  streamlet  sing 
As  they  kiss  in  merry  glee, 

And  a beautiful  song  to  me  they  bring 
As  they  dance  on  to  the  sea. 

I look  up  to  the  summer  skies 
Smiling  down  on  me, 

And  every  shimmering  sunbeam  tries 
To  speak  to  me  of  thee. 

I’m  dreaming,  Love,  a darling  dream, 

I’m  dreaming,  Love,  of  thee, 

And  flowers  and  birds  and  sunbeams  seem 
To  dream  of  Only  Thee ! 
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CHIQUITA. 


BERTHA  L.  HEISS. 


OFTLY  like  the  moonlight  flowing, 
Lightly,  like  the  zephyrs  blowing, 
My  Chiquita  Love ! 

Comes  my  Mexicana  maiden, 

When  the  air  is  perfume  laden, 
Soft-eyed,  like  a dove. 


Where  the  mocking-bird  is  singing, 
Where  the  passion-flower  is  bringing 
Forth  its  psalm  of  love, 

In  the  purple  night  we’ll  wander, 
While  the  orange-blossoms  ponder 
Love-songs  in  the.  grove. 


Sing  a song ! O Senorita ! 

Sing  of  Love ! my  own  Chiquita, 
As  I listen  here ; 

Love  it  is  that  is  the  giver, 
Deepens,  broadens,  like  a river, 
And  there’s  naught  to  fear. 


Love  is  King ! O Senorita ! 

Love  is  young ! my  own  Chiquita ! 

And  our  life  is  long ; 

We  will  All  it  to  the  measure 
With  the  bliss  our  hearts  now  treasure, 
Hearts  a-thrill  with  song. 
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A MOTHER'S  TRUE  LOVE. 


CLARA  BE)LLE  HODGE. 

CHARMED  by  a young  girl’s  handsome  face, 
Was  the  fate  of  one  young  man, 

His  mother  old  he  cast  aside, 

To  ask  her  for  her  hand. 

His  fate  he  could  not  foresee ; 

Alas ! how  cruel  fate  can  be ! 

When  thou  turnest  from  thy  mother, 

Good  fortune  turns  from  thee. 


In  a prison  sits  the  husband, 

Of  the  lady  young  and  fair ; 
She  deserted  him  in  trouble, 

In  his  anguish  and  despair. 

But  beside  him  stands  his  mother, 
With  a sorrow-troubled  brow, 
’Tis  the  true  love  of  a mother, 
Which  will  not  desert  him  now. 


The  true  love  of  a mother 

Is  greater  than  tongue  can  tell, 

The  true  love  of  a mother 

In  the  hearts  of  all  true  mothers  dwell. 

This  world  and  your  friends  may  turn  from  you, 
They  may  all  cast  you  aside ; 

But  true  love  of  your  dear  old  mother 
Will  remain  where  it  always  abides. 
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LOVE. 


ELIZABETH  ROBERTSON  MOORE. 


MISS  you,  O my  darling, 

Since  you  have  been  called  to  go, 
The  anguish  my  poor  heart  suffers, 
None  here  can  ever  know. 


They  tell  me  that  it  is  selfish, 

Since  such  a Home  has  been  given, 
For  me  to  weep  and  mourn  for  my  boy, 
While  he  is  so  happy  in  Heaven. 


But  selfish,  you  know,  my  own  love, 
I do  not  intend  it  to  be ; 

Only  longing,  always  longing 
Your  sweet,  precious  face  to  see. 


Longing  to  feel  those  dear  arms, 
Fold  me  again  to  vour  breast, 

<..3  m/  ' 

To  know  that  at  last  this  sad  heart, 
Has  found  rest,  sweet  rest. 


Then  how  happy,  O ! how  happy, 
When  this  sad  life  is  o’er, 

To  be  with  you,  my  darling, 

And  to  part  then  nevermore. 
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THE  CASTLE  OF  THE  VALE. 


ROSE  NORA  HENNESSY. 


ET  me  go  with  childhood's  angels, 
Where  my  willows  fan  the  gale, 
Where  my  sweetest  memories  cluster, 
In  the  castle  of  the  vale. 

Hear  the  robins  in  the  orchards, 

Sing  their  plaintive  songs  so  sweet, 
And  watch  the  bunnies  racing, 

To  the  golden-rod's  retreat. 


Chorus : 

It  was  my  joy  when  day  was  dawning, 
And  the  moon  was  waxing  pale, 

To  hear  my  mother  singing, 

In  the  castle  of  the  vale. 


Life  unfolds  its  dearest  duties, 

While  I find  unbounded  glee, 

Where  the  moonbeams  court  the  waters 
Of  the  bright  lake  Ellerslie. 

Where  the  corn  is  gold  and  amber, 

And  the  meadows  one  by  one, 

Bowed  their  merry  heads  to  frolic 
In  the  favors  of  the  sun. 


All  the  lights  would  gi^w  so  softly, 
Through  the  locust  blossom  bowers, 
And  the  cedars  shine  in  splendor 
From  the  latest  April  showers. 

In  memory’s  halls  a child  of  promise, 
Comes  a knocking  at  my  doors ; 

And  I see  his  little  foot-prints, 

On  the  dusty  paths  and  floors. 
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THOUGHT. 


R.  RANDOLPH  ELDRIDGE. 


HY  should  we  be  low-spirited, 

Why  should  we  be  cast  down, 

When  we  can  all  have  just  for  the  asking, 
A Heavenly  golden  Crown. 


God  does  not  intend  it  should  be  so; 

He  wishes  us  to  sing  songs  of  praise, 
Rejoicing  in  the  love  of  the  Savior, 
Through  all  our  earthly  days. 


It's  sin  that  brings  us  all  sorrow. 

That  takes  the  sunshine  out  of  our  life, 

So  when  we  are  all  out  of  humor, 

We  should  know  the  cause  .of  such  strife. 


And  turn  to  the  Savior  for  succor, 

On  our  knees  He’s  most  often  found 
Waiting  to  give  us  a blessing, 

And  a Heavenly  golden  Crown. 


RESIGNED. 


RACHEL  J.  RIGBY. 

H ! help  me  Father  mine, 

To  ever  be  resigned, 

And  to  always  bear  in  mind, 

To  be  gentle,  true,  and  kind. 
Wherever  I may  go 
Amongst  the  high  or  low, 

Mav  the  seed  that  I sow, 

Make  my  friends  here  below, 
Realize  and  know 
My  love  is  not  for  show ; 

And  as  thro’  this  world  I roam, 
May  I ever  think  of  home. 

And  the  cares  that  God  has  given 
Should  fit  us  here  for  Heaven. 
May  my  duties  done  on  earth 
Fit  me  for  that  second  Birth ; 

And  when  my  race  is  run, 

May  the  Father  say,  “Well  done.” 
It  is  not  all  of  life  to  live, 

Or  all  of  death  to  die ; 

And  to  gain  that  Heaven  Above, 
We  every  one  should  try. 
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MINE  WAS  AN  OLD-FASHIONED  MOTHER. 


WILL  BLOOMFIELD. 


INE  was  an  old-fashioned  mother, 

Not  jeweled  nor  enameled  with  paint; 

A sweet-voiced  old-fashioned  mother 

In  whose  eyes  shone  the  light  of  a saint. 
The  brown  hair  threaded  with  silver, 

The  dear  toil-worn  hands  were  a guide 


To  the  pearly  spray'  of  that  river 

Where  my  soul  was  baptized  in  the  tide. 


Mine  was  an  old-fashioned  mother. 

The  sweet  men  ory  floats  to  me  now 
Like  perfumed  blossoms  of  woodland, 
Of  a halo  that  shone  ’round  her  brow. 
Lost  may  be  music  of  voices, 

Hers  will  ever  echo  to  me ; 

In  dreams  my  heart  e'en  rejoices 

When  my  old-fashioned  mother  I see. 


Times  when  in  life’s  fitful  roaming, 

That  my  feet  wander  back  to  the  home. 

I cross  the  threshold  at  gloaming 

And  I stand  in  the  low,  quaint,  old  room. 

Once  more  her  presence  Pm  feeling, 

At  her  knee  I’m  a pure  child  again. 

Her  hands  clasp  mine  as  Pm  kneeling, 

"My  soul  to  take,"  the  ending,  "Amen.” 

Times  when  the  tempter  allures  me, 

Come  memories  of  those  sacred  hours. 

I’m  saved  from  sin  and  from  folly 

By  memory  of  her  words  and  prayers. 

Long  years  have  filled  drifts  between  us  ; 
But  they  have  not  hidden  her  love. 

Angels  again  will  unite  us, 

Blesed  old-fashioned  mother  Above. 
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MOTHER. 


ANNIE  LAURIE)  PHILLIPS. 

OTHER,  ffis  of  thee  Em  thinking, 
Thinking  of  the  long  ago, 

When  a babe  I,  ever  fretting, 

Seemed  to  cause  you  naught  but  woe. 

Little  knew  I of  affection 

That  a mother’s  heart  doth  feel ; 

Else  I would  have  shown  devotion. 
Filled  thy  weary  soul  with  weal. 


Oh  ! that  I had  learned  this  lesson 
When  a child  at  home  I dwelt ! 
Could  have  soothed  thy  aching  vision, 
Could  have  seen  thy  troubles  melt ! 


Ah ! ffis  well  I too  have  suffered, 
For  thro’  suffering  cometh  joy ; 
Cometh  purity,  which  nurtured 
Doth  all  misery  destroy. 


Think  of  Him  wbo  for  us  perished, 
Gave  His  Life  our  souls  to  save ; 
May  the  loving  hopes  He  cherished. 
Fill  our  hearts  and  make  us  brave. 


May  thy  days  be  ever  brightened, 
By  the  love,  I,  to  thee,  send, 

May  thy  woes  fore’er  be  lightened, 
Peace  and  joy  on  thee  descend. 
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THE  ETERNAL  LIFE. 


BERTHA  ADELAIDE  MEAD. 


ACH  life  reflects  some  of  God’s  wisdom, 
As  the  stream  reflects  Heavenly  light, 
Mirrors  the  glory  in  its  bosom, 

Catches  the  mystery  of  night. 


Each  life  reflects  some  of  God’s  spirit, 
The  spirit  of  faith,  hope,  and  love, 
Filling  the  world  with  rich  melody, 
Sweet  music  of  Heaven  Above. 


Each  life  receives  some  inspiration, 

That  comes  like  the  sun  and  the  rain, 
Sparkling  like  jewels  on  the  roses, — 

Sweet  messages  of  joy  and  pain. 

And  each  life  has  some  aspirations, 

Which,  like  dashing  waves  of  the  sea, 
Caught  up  by  the  sun  to  the  Heavens, 
Forming  pictures  of  sublimity. 

Making  glorious  sunset  colors, 

With  the  light  of  Heaven  behind, 

Are  being  transformed  into  beauty 
By  a Hand  that  is  good  and  kind. 

The  light  that  is  giving  them  glory 
Is  the  light  of  God’s  grace  and  love, 
Which  brings  our  souls  into  harmony 

With  the  truth  and  beauty  Above. 

* 

Prayer,  rising  like  incense  to  Heaven — 
Like  perfume  from  a fragrant  flower — 
Will  return  to  us  blessed  and  transformed 
Into  light  and  sweetness  and  power. 
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WHEN  ROSES  BLOOM. 


MATTIE  LOUISE  PARKS. 


ULL  me  to  my  dreamless  sleep,  O Father, 

Yet  Thy  will,  not  mine  be  done ; 

When  the  roses  sweet  are  blooming  in  profusion ; 
For  I love  them  each  and  every  one. 


What  sweet  messages  they  bring  me  of  Thy  Kingdom, 
Just  the  faintest  breath  of  what  Your  flowers  must  be. 
What  a glorious,  wondrous  Home  You  must  have  waiting 
For  Your  children,  when  from  all  life’s  cares  we’re  free. 


When  from  ail  the  small  trials  and  heartaches 
That  assail  me  on  the  devious  paths  I go, 

Ah ! ’tis  sweet  to  know  that  blooming  on  forever 
Roses,  fairer  far  than  these  Ell  some  day  know. 


When  at  last  I’m  laid  to  rest  ’neath  earth’s  warm  bosom, 
May  some  loved  one  place  a few  buds  in  my  hands ! 
They  will  help  me  on  my  journey  to  “Our  Father/’ 

And  will  make  the  wav  seem  shorter  ’Cross  the  Strand. 

m/ 
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“FRIENDS  OF  MY  CHILDHOOD,  GOOD-BYE/' 


IDA  PENDER  PIERSON. 


’M  thinking  tonight  of  the  friends  that  are  gone, 
Though  absent,  in  memory  stay, 

Some  waiting  the  summons,  some  sleeping  alone 
In  beds  ’neath  the  granite  so  gray. 

A veil  intervenes  we  can  ne’er  draw  aside ; 

We’ll  wait  for  the  call  from  on  High, 

Apart  for  a while  on  this  earth  we’ll  abide, 

So,  friends  of  my  childhood,  Good-bye. 


Chorus : 

Good-bye  childhood,  friends  of  the  now  vanished  past, 
God  keep  them,  I breathe  with  a sigh, 

You  loved  me  when  sorrows  my  life  overcast ; 

Dear  friends  of  my  childhood,  Good-bye. 


A poor  lonely  orphan,  I hungered  for  love, 

And  oftentimes  hungered  in  vain. 

Oh ! friends,  ye  were  sent  by  the  Father  Above 
Ere  heartstrings  were  severed  in  twain. 

Grieve  not,  weary  heart,  o’er  the  friends  of  the  past, 
Beyond  the  dark  cloud  gleams  the  sky ; 

Some  bright  happy  day  we  shall  all  meet  at  last 
Where  we  shall  ne’er  more  say,  Good-bye. 


They  say,  on  the  banks  of  some  beautiful  stream, 
Where  God  welds  the  links  of  love’s  chain, 
There  death  cannot  enter  in  vision  or  dream, 

And  love  will  be  free  from  all  pain. 

Farewell  then,  old  friends,  ’til  forever  we  meet; 

To  forget  thee  I never  shall  try. 

God  bless  them,  I’ll  cherish  their  memories  sweet. 
Dear  friends  of  my  childhood,  Good-bye. 
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CECIL  AND  BABY  BEE. 


B.  F.  WALKER. 


T EVENTIDE  when  work  is  done, 
Great  pleasure  then  I see ; 

For  in  my  home  there’s  such  rare  fun 
With  my  Cecil  and  Baby  Bee. 

They  always  greet  me  with  a kiss 
With  upturned  tiny  chins, 

And  fearing  each  a chance  to  miss, 
Both  tries  the  first  to  win. 


Then  seated  ’round  the  fire  bright 
When  wintrv  winds  blow  brisk, 
Each  face  aglow  with  comforts  light, 
And  all  within  are  bliss, 

The  toilsome  cares  have  ceased  to  be 
A burden  to  the  mind ; 

For  a precious  girl  and  Boy  Baby 
Upon  my  knee  do  climb. 


My  Cecil  and  Baby  Bee, 

Both  sitting  on  Daddy’s  knee, 
Listening  to  tales  and  pretty  songs 
Which  fill  their  hearts  with  glee, 
Asking  their  childish  questions, 
Nodding  their  tiny  heads ; 

Sweet  moments  of  happiness  then  I see 
With  my  Cecil  and  Baby  Bee. 

Though  Father  Time  is  bleaching 
Each  strand  of  Daddy’s  hair, 

Still  a lesson  he  is  teaching 
Thro’  the  precious  little  pair. 

The  soothing  words  and  tender  strokes 
Of  their  tiny  little  hands, 

Drive  cares  away,  make  pain  a joke, 
And  bring  nigh  Heaven’s  land. 
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EVETIME  REVERIE! 


W.  W,  BURGESS. 


N THE  solemn  twilight  hour 
At  the  fading  of  the  day. 

When  the  petals  of  the  flower 

Close,  and  song-birds  cease  their  lay ; 
When  the  shepherd  hears  the  bleating 
Of  his  flock  now  seeking  rest, 

And  the  milch-herd  lows  its  greeting 
Of  the  bare-foot  boy’s  behest ; 

When  the  crimson  tint  of  heaven 
Deepens  into  darker  hue, 

And  Pleone's  daughters  seven 
Peep  out  Meath  the  azure  blue ; 

When  the  ripple  of  the  song-brook, 

And  the  rustle  of  the  leaves 
O'er  the  moss  and  fern  strewn  shade-nook 
By  the  listing  of  the  breeze ; 

Then  it  is  in  restrospection 
We  may  view  the  dying  day, 

Scrutinize  each  predilection  ; 

Scan  the  deeds  now  passed  away ; 

Trace  the  record,  sift  most  thoroh 
Pattern  from  the  best  in  store. 

God  of  Sleep ! Prepare  us  for  the 
Duties  ere  the  morrow’s  o’er. 
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TO  A BRIDAL  PAIR. 


D.  W.  STAFFORD. 

EAR  friends,  since  it  is  fate’s  decree 
You  tread  life’s  path  together, 

Oh!  may  your  journey  prosperous  be 
With  joy  and  love  forever. 


May  never  clouds  for  one  brief  day 
Obscure  your  sun  from  shining, 
And  should  they  hover  o’er  the  way 
May  they  wear  a silver  lining. 


May  happiness  without  alloy 
Be  your  abiding  guest. 

Long  years  of  health  may  you  enjoy 
With  peace  and  plenty  blest. 


To  view  the  late  declining  sun 
With  the  link  of  love  unriven. 
And  when  the  sands  of  life  are  run 
Enjoy  the  bliss  of  Heaven. 
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AUTUMN  ON  THE  FARM. 


MRS.  L.  FETTERER. 


SEE  the  sun  with  tinted  glow 
The  lengthening  shadows  slantward  throw ; 
It  is,  methinks,  a hallowed  bliss 
To  live  upon  an  eve  like  this. 


Who  could  feel  saddened  or  forlorn  ? 
For  ’tis  the  time  of  husking  corn. 
Then  let  us  hail  it  with  a cheer 
While  piling  high  the  golden  ear. 


The  dead  leaves  with  their  faded  hue 
Bring  no  sorrow  to  me  or  you. 

What  have  we,  my  own,  to  fear 
When  Autumn’s  happy  time  is  here? 


On  every  morning,  gold  or  gray, 

Oh,  let  us  lift  our  voice  and  pray ! 

Still  thankful  for  His  lavish  hand 
Which  scatters  blessings  o’er  our  land. 
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THE  DELAYED  LETTER. 


H.  E.  TABURN. 


ILL  she  ever  write  me  a letter  again, 
Kind  hand  so  fair  and  neat? 

Will  I ever  receive  a letter, 

My  longing  heart  to  greet? 


I have  turned  awav  in  sadness 

m' 

From  that  little  post-office  door; 
Three  times  I have  asked  for  a letter, 
But  never  a letter  more. 

I wonder  what  I have  done, 

To  offend  her  heart  just  so, 

That  she  will  not  write  a message, 

And  let  me  the  reason  know. 


I will  go  once  more  for  a letter, 

0 longing  heart  be  still, 

And  wait  for  another  message, 

Though  thou  art  with  sorrow  filled. 

I step  again  to  the  window, 

1 see  an  envelope  blue, 

I know  that  I will  receive  it, 

A letter  so  kind  and  true. 

Then  with  eager  hand  I grasp  it, 
Would  like  to  place  on  it  a kiss, 

If  I knew  no  one  was  looking, 

To  see  my  rapture  and  bliss. 

Then  away  to  a corner  to  read, 

My  message  of  yearning  love ; 

And  find  her  heart  is  to  mine, 

As  threads  of  a woven  glove. 


Ol 
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FISHING  IN  THE  OLD  MILL  POND 


EDITH  F.  BARNES, 


FOND  farewell  to  home  we  pay, 

The  while  our  wayward  feet  do  stray, 
Beside  the  water’s  silvery  spray, — 

A fishing  in  the  old  Mill  Pond. 


We  leave  behind  all  troublous  care, 
While  to  Dame  Nature  we  repair. 

And  of  her  healthful  bounties  share,  — 
A fishing  in  the  old  Mill  Pond. 

In  some  secluded,  shady  nook, 

With  skillful  tact  we  bait  the  hook, 
And  watch  the  line  with  anxious  look, 
A fishing  in  the  old  Mill  Pond. 

When  home  again  we  lift  the  latch, 

The  old  Sea  Yarns  we’ll  try  to  match, 
Of  weighty  fish — we  didn’t  catch, — 

A fishing  in  the  old  Mill  Pond. 
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THE  DARKYVILLE  PUBLIC  SCHOOL. 


WILLIS  VINES. 


HE  house,  the  master,  and  all  that  one  can  tell, 
From  the  initials  on  the  desk  to  the  master’s  bell, 
The  blackboard  with  its  marks  of  white, 

The  erasers  hidden  ’neath  the  darky’s  kite. 


The  darky’s  hat  is  on  the  wall, 

On  the  floor  you’ll  find  his  ball, 

The  darky  too  is  in  his  seat, 

With  his  long  hair  and  dirty  feet. 

His  books  are  scattered  here  and  there, 
You’ll  find  them  almost  everywhere, 

His  lessons  lie  will  not  know  today, 
Because  last  night  he  went  away. 


The  master’s  whip  is  broken  in  two, 
And  his  anger  now  is  great, 

Erastus  is  mad  because  some  mean  boy, 
Has  stolen  away  his  slate. 


The  girls  are  late  and  have  no  excuse, 

They  try  to  read  Latin,  but  it’s  no  use, 
Dinah  brought  her  dog  along, 

Mary’s  lamb  is  among  the  throng. 

Look,  listen,  stop,  oh  stop, 

Ah,  there  is  the  darky’s  top, 

His  mammy  hid  his  gun  last  night, 
Because  he  was  so  bad  to  fight. 

The  spelling  lesson  is  long  and  tough, 

For  the  wee  little  ones  who  look  so  rough. 
And  this  is  the  general  rule, 

For  the  Darkvville  Public  School. 
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THE  SOUL’S  SOLILOQUY 


EMMIE  BINNS  WINGFIELD. 


ARK,  rustling  o’er  me  unseen  angel’s  wing ! 
Passing  me  by,  alas,  no  help  they  bring, 

My  soul  has  never  lost  its  sense  of  dread, 
Although  I am  now  what  all  men  call  dead ; 

I could  not  be  contented  with  mv  lot, 

So  sought  oblivion,  and  I found  it  not. 


Crash ! whizzed  the  bullet  thro’  my  sensate  breast ! 
Weary  of  earth,  heartsick,  I longed  for  rest, 

Great  cares  oppressed  me,  so  myself  I slew, 

Fool  as  I was  that  vain  course  to  pursue ! 

If  I could  only  rid  me  of  this  blot, 

I sought  oblivion,  and  I found  it  not. 


Oh ! ever  present  with  me  is  that  wail, 

Of  anguished  woe,  wrung  from  her  lips  so  pale, 
My  wife,  the  bride  of  happy,  sunlit  days, 
Unused  to  aught  save  comfort ; and  her  praise 
To  me  was  incense  wafted  from  a shrine, 

My  daily  adoration,  half  divine ! 


I feel  it  now,  that  horrid,  cruel  thirst ; 

The  fiery  coursing  of  my  blood  at  first, 

My  stiffening  limbs, — for  in  a moment  Death, 
Had  chilled  my  body  with  his  icy  breath ! 

My  soul  was  free  to  wing  its  Heavenward  flight ; 
But,  ah ! it  wanders  now  thro’  darkest  night. 


Aeons  of  time  perhaps  shall  o’er  me  roll, 

And  find  me  yet  a wandering  lost  soul, 

Shut  out  from  Heaven’s  glorious  light  for  aye. 
“A  thousand  years  are  but  as  yesterday,” 
Reechoes  still,  and  will  not  be  forgot, 

I sought  oblivion,  and  I found  it  not. 
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AN  ODE  TO  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 


NELLIE  E.  THOMAS. 


HOU  breath  of  God,  placed  within  that  stalwart  form 
To  work  out  his  Omnipotence, 

Born  as  lowly  almost  as  the  Christ  Himself, 

Thou  came’st  when  the  time  was  ripe  for  thee, 

And  thou  wast  needed  to  be  used. 

It  was  not  within  thine  heart, 

War  and  destruction  for  thy  fellow  man. 


What ! thou,  Abraham  with  thy  kindly  face 
And  loving  tenderness,  to  see  thy  brother  perish  ? 
Nay,  Nav ! That  is  what  thou  came’st  for 
To  conquer  these  great  wrongs. 


Ah  ! no,  Thou  had’st  rather  seen  sweet  peace 
Within  the  borders  of  thy  land. 

Could’ st  thou  have  seen  the  end  of  thy  brother 
Man’s  oppression,  this  would  have  been  thy  choice. 

Thou  wast  sent  of  God,  like  the  Christ 
For  human  woes  to  amend, 

If  men  would  have  it  so : if  not,  like  the  Christ, 
Thou  must,  and  did,  bring  sword. 


For  God’s  Own  Love  comes  down  to  earth, 

And  His  Own  methods  prove, 

That  He  will  often  use  man’s  own  natural  tendency 
To  accomplish  His  designs. 
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SPRING. 


HANNAH  STROMSTHEN. 


HE  waters  glisten,  and  merrily  glide. 

How  lovely  is  spring  ’midst  spring’s  splendor, 
While  gathering  roses  and  violets  sweet, 

And  twine  garlands  so  tender ! 


All  nature  is  budding  with  fragrant  perfume ; 

How  lovely  is  spring  'midst  spring’s  splendor ! 
The  nightingale  sings  his  sweet,  cheering  song ; 
To  seek  for  the  heart  that  is  tender. 


The  breezes  are  soft,  and  the  sky’s  so  blue. 

Oh  ! whom  shall  I send  my  garlands  to  ? 

There  comes  a whisper,  “Brother,  I will  be  there"  ; 
How  lovely  is  spring  ’midst  spring’s  splendor ! 
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NEVERMORE. 


EDGAR  KENNEDY. 

ORN  and  weary  with  life’s  disillusion, 

I dreamed  of  the  old  days  so  bright; 

And  with  pulses  all  quickening  turned  me, 

To  the  place  where  I first  saw  the  light ; 

But  the  landscape  seemed  narrowed,  and  shrunken 
Were  meadow  and  streamlet  and  hill. 

Many  faces  were  new  or  forgotten, 

And  in  me  was  a change  greater  still. 


Refrain  : 

Make  the  most  of  the  present,  where’er  you  are  cast, 
Tho’  in  dreams  happy  days  be  reviewed. 

Tho’  you  Jong  for  the  past,  you’ll  discover  at  last 
That  its  joys  nevermore  are  renewed. 


Friends  and  sweethearts  were  not  as  I’d  cherished 
In  dreams,  and  I wearied  of  words, 

So  I sought  the  old  nook  in  the  woodland, 

With  its  flowers  and  squirrels  and  birds  ; 

But  I found  that  the  brain  cells  had  withered 
That  once  with  delight  filled  my  soul ; 

That  the  spirit,  the  essence  had  vanished, 
Nevermore  to  be  mine  to  control. 


Refrain : 

Don’t  attempt  to  rekindle  a love  or  cigar ; 

Stale  the  flavor  your  efforts  will  earn. 

Sweet  tho’  memories  are  grown  enchanted  afar, 
Yet  those  joys  nevermore  will  return. 
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WAS  IT  NOT  GOD’S  HAND. 


WM.  E.  ROWE. 


AS  it  not  God’s  loving  Hand 
That  made  for  us  this  beautiful  land? 

Full  of  love  His  forgiving  heart 
When  he  gave  to  us  of  life  the  spark. 

And  these  high  mountains  with  nature’s  caves, 

The  streams,  the  rivers,  the  lakes  and  ocean, 

The  valleys,  the  cities,  the  meadow  and -field, 

And  the  flowers  whose  perfume  to  our  souls  is  a lotion. 


The  morning  light,  the  evening  setting  sun, 

The  moon,  the  rain,  the  happiness  of  everyone, 

The  insect,  the  honey,  the  grain,  trees  and  grass, 

And  the  scenes  which  our  memory  will  keep  of  the  past. 
Did  not  God  give  his  only  Son 
To  die  for  us,  each  and  every  one? 

And  was  it  not  God’s  Hand  that  gave  all  this, 

The  things  which  fill  all  our  hearts  with  bliss? 
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A FATHER’S  TRIBUTE. 


I.  E.  BABCOCK. 


Jf 


OR  each  parting,  there’s  a meeting, 
For  each  farewell,  there’s  a greeting. 
Oh ! the  greeting  at  the  meeting, 
Here  ? Oh  no ! ’tis  Over  There. 
Every  tear  drop  that  we  shed  here, 
For  us  shines  a rainbow  There ; 
Every  sorrow  that  we  bear  here, 
Over  There  a joy  we’ll  share. 


Sorrowing  hearts,  take  hope  and  courage, 
Here,  look  aloft ; there,  Heaven  scan ; 
And  thro’  our  teardrops  see  the  rainbows 
That  for  us  shine.  Where?  Over  There. 
Fair  the  landscape  of  that  morning, 

There  shall  greet  our  opening  eyes ; 

See  the  mansions  on  the  hill-top ! 

All  their  doors  are  opened  wide. 


By  the  doorway  of  our  mansion, 

Bino  stands  by  Rosa’s  side ; 

At  the  window  Jimmie  peering, 

Earnest  cradled  at  his  side. 

Waiting  there  to  welcome  Linnet, 

Listening  for  his  footsteps  mild ; 

Jesus’  hands  outstretched  are  waiting 
To  welcome  Home  our  darling  child. 

Last  to  leave  us,  darling  Lettie ; 

Long  she  made  our  pathway  bright ; 

Gone  to  join  her  dearly  loved  ones, 

Where  Morning  bids  adieu  to  Night. 

O,  Heaven-born  hope  of  Life  Immortal, 
Within  our  souls  thine  Anchor  keep, 

Until  we  meet  and  there  to  greet  them, 

At  the  twilight  break  of  Death’s  calm  sleep. 
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TO  A MOCKING  BIRD. 


BEN  D.  SCOTT. 


ARK ! Did  I hear  a strain  of  song  celestial 

From  courts  where  discord  never  dulls  nor  jars? 
Or  did  it  come,  far-rippling,  down  a moon-beam, 
A rythmic  pulsing  of  the  morning  stars? 


No?  Was  it  then  a note  divinely  warbled 
In  Stygian  cave  to  gain  Eurydice? 

List ! for  again  methought  I heard  it  trilling 
More  sweetly  clear,  more  clearly  sweet  and  free. 


Ah  ! Do  you  hear  it  ? Listen  for  a moment ! 

It  comes  from  yonder  bending  pepper  bough. 

Look ! There  high-perched  amid  red  clustered  berries 
The  grav-clad  mimic  mocks  my  whistle  now. 


Sing,  thou  blithe  spirit  of  eternal  music, 

Thou  silver-throated  herald  of  the  dawn ; 

Sing,  and  the  while  my  silent  heart-strings,  waking, 
Shall  chime  till  all  of  pain  and  grief  be  gone. 
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MOTHER. 


SARAH  E.  PRATT. 


N CHILDHOOD  days  I never  knew 
The  love  of  mother,  sweet  and  true, 
No  one  to  dry  my  falling  tears, 

No  one  to  kiss  good-night, 

No  one  to  quell  my  little  fears, 

Or  guide  my  feet  aright; 

For  she  has  gone  and  left  me  here, 
My  own  sweet  mother,  Oh ! so  dear. 


O,  mother  dear,  why  did’st  thou  go, 
And  leave  thy  boy  alone, 

In  this  cold  world  of  sin  and  woe, 

To  tread  while  here  below? 

But  she  has  gone  and  left  me  here, 

To  Brighter  Worlds  Above. 

Oh ! what  shall  I ever  do, 

Without  a mother's  love? 

The  angels  came,  and  took  away 
My  own  sweet  mother  dear ; 

And  now  she  wears  a crown  of  light, 
My  own  sweet  mother  dear. 

And  when  at  last  I am  called  away, 

To  that  Bright  World  Above, 

Miay  I see  my  own  dear  mother  there, 
And  have  a mother’s  love 
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THE  ABSENT  LOVED  ONE. 


MARIETTA  M.  HINDS. 


Y DEAREST,  Em  lonely  without  you, 

My  heart  yearns  ever  for  thee ; 

And  with  fondest  hopes  I am  thinking 

When  your  bright,  cheerful  face  I shall  see. 


I miss  you  so  much  at  my  fireside, 
When  the  shadows  of  evening  appear ; 
And  without  you  my  life  is  so  gloomy, 

I were  wishing  the  end  to  draw  near. 


I know  that  it’s  not  right  to  murmur, 

But  the  light  of  my  home  has  gone  out ; 
And  Em  looking  through  visions  of  darkness, 
But  scarcelv  know  what  Em  about. 


At  night  when  I lay  down  to  slumber, 

My  pillow  is  dampened  with  tears ; 

And  I think  of  the  hours  without  number, 

That  Eve  enjoyed  in  your  presence  most  dear. 


Then  how  could  you  leave  me,  my  fairest, 

And  dearest,  and  nearest  my  heart ; 

And  know  that  my  poor  heart  is  broken, 
Because  we  were  thus  called  to  part? 

Yet  in  fond  hopes  I shall  cherish 
The  mem’ries  of  by-gone  days ; 

My  love  will  be  true  to  you  ever, 

Although  you  may  live  far  away. 

It  has  been  but  a year  since  we  parted, 

And  time  passes  drearily  bv ; 

Now  my  blessing  I leave  with  you,  darling, 
For  I only  am  wishing  to  die. 

May  happiness  ever  await  you, 

And  your  future  have  pleasure  in  store ; 

May  Divine  Hands  be  o’er  you  and  bless  you, 
Till  we  meet  on  the  Beautiful  Shore. 
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CHRISTMAS. 


JOHN  BYERS  RICE. 

CHRISTMAS  time  is  coming,  the  little  ones  are  gay ; 
Santa  Clans  will  soon  be  here  and  then  away. 

See  their  smiling  faces,  with  the  dimples  in  their  cheeks, 
Waiting  for  the  doll  that  to  them  smiles  and  speaks. 


Christmas  morning  early  they  will  all  arise; 
Look  around  the  room,  and  rub  their  eyes. 
Picture  this,  the  sweetest  thing  in  life, 
The  happy  father,  mother  and  wife. 


But  listen  to  the  voice  of  the  starving  that  is  a moan, 

Listen  to  the  cry  of  poverty  that  cry  at  home. 

Through  the  city  they  wander  asking  for  something  to  eat, 

Watch  the  rich  throw  to  the  dogs,  what  the  poor  want,  at  their 
feet. 


You  with  all  your  riches  and  money  at  your  side, 

Give  some  to  these  poor  creatures  in  this  city  wide. 

Bring  to  them  sunshine  by  the  lifting  of  your  hand. 

You  will  make  many  sunbeams  and  God  will  understand. 


Some  people’s  Christmas  is  their  saddest  day  on  earth, 

As  very  little  in  money  are  they  ever  worth. 

They  sit  before  their  fires  on  Christmas  night 
Gazing  at  pretty  things  through  the  fire’s  light. 

The  millionaire  buys  his  hundred  dollar  gifts, 

Look  into  the  poor  one’s  places,  then  the  scene  shifts. 

If  they  receive  a dollar  gift  watch  the  sparkling  of  their  eyes, 
And  they  think  of  nothing  more  than  this  one  prize. 
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CHILDHOOD. 
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JOSEPH  BELL. 


HERE  in  the  moonlight,  gleaming,  streaming, 
I betook  myself  to  theming,  dreaming ; 
Dreaming  of  a clime  sublime : 

His  childhood — sweetest  rhyme  of  time. 


Here  in  this  happy  land  I stand, 
Viewing  its  golden  strand  so  grand, 
Where  everything  so  tranquil  build, 
And  nature’s  laws  instilled,  fulfilled. 


Still  in  this  land  of  song — they  long 
To  meet  the  busy  throng — how  wrong! 
Oh ! could  they  as  they  go — know 
That  what  they  reap,  they  also  sow. 


But  when  old  age  they  meet,  they  greet, 

With  palsied  hands  and  faltering  feet, 

They  say,  “When  young  we  press  time  from  us ; 
When  old  we  wish  it  back.” 
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THE  RED  CHURCH  ON  THE  HILL. 


INEZ  BELL  SMITH. 


HERE’S  an  old  log  cabin  that  stands  in  the  lane ; 
It  has  sheltered  us  often  from  snow  and  rain ; 

It  was  there  I spent  my  childhood  days, 
Learning  the  good  old-fashioned  ways. 


With  shoeless  feet  and  uncovered  head. 

We  waded  the  meadow  grass  all  day, 

Or  picked  the  flowers  from  their  woodland  bed, 
Or  watched  the  travelers  pass  our  way. 


We  went  to  the  old  red  church  on  the  hill, 
Dressed  up  in  our  Sunday  best. 

I can  hear  the  sweet  voice  of  the  preacher  still, 
Though  his  soul  has  gone  to  rest. 


There  we  learned  the  truths  that  the  Bible  gives, 
To  guide  us  from  day  to  day. 

Though  his  voice  is  stilled,  his  work  still  lives, 
To  help  us  on  life’s  rugged  way. 


But  times  have  changed : we  are  far  away 
From  the  dear  old  home  where  we  used  to  play ; 
But  after  many  years  we  remember  still 
The  lessons  we  learned  in  the  church  on  the  hill. 
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ODE  TO  SPRING. 


THOMPSON  KING. 


WAKE!  fair  earth,  old  winter's  gone! 
His  reign  of  frost  and  snow  is  done ; 
Thy  time  of  life  and  love’s  begun ! 

Cast  off  his  chilly  robe  of  death. 

Draw  from  the  South  a fragrant  breath, 
Where  for  so  long  the  snow  has  been. 
Let  blade  and  bud,  and  bloom  be  seen, 
And  don  thy  beauteous  robe  of  green. 

All  life  is  springing  free  and  young ; 

On  every  side  we  hear  and  see, 

The  pledges  sweet  of  things  to  be : 
Nature  has  loosed  a varied  tongue ; 

To  hear  is  perfect  bliss. 

The  bird  calls  sound  above,  below  ; 

The  small  streams  singing  as  they  go. 
The  grass  blades  whisper  as  they  grow, 
No  time  compares  with  this : 

In  sheltered  nooks  the  violet  blows, 
Giving  us  promise  of  the  rose. 
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ON  RECEIVING  A GIFT  OF  FLOWERS. 


CARRIE  B.  GEARY. 


EAR  friend,  I thank  yon  for  the  flowers 
You  sent  to  me  to-day, 

Refreshing,  as  the  summer  showers 
Along  life’s  dusty  way. 


I prize  the  gift,  but  more  I prize 
The  kind  and  loving  heart 
That  prompted  it,  and  realize 
True  friendship's  “better  part." 


How  sweet  were  life,  if  all  those  friends 
Who  e’er  have  flowers  to  give 
(And  hold  them,  till  our  earth-life  ends) 
Would  bring  them  while  we  live ! 

When  hearts  are  stilled  and  evelids  close — 
The  weary  hands  at  rest — 

What  matters  it  that  flowers  repose 
Upon  the  sleeper’s  breast? 


Once  more  I thank  you,  Mildred,  dear, 
Those  sprays  of  mignonette 
Will  send  perfume  through  many  a year, 
That  I may  not  forget. 
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BACK  TO  THE  OLD  HOME. 


CARRIE  B.  GEARY. 


KNEEL  on  the  old  stone  doorstep ; 
For  it  seems  like  a holy  place, 

As  here  in  the  shadowy  twilight 
I by-gone  years  retrace. 


It  was  here  we  sat  at  evening 

When  the  cares  of  the  day  were  o’er. 
Then  never  a sad  note  mingled 

With  our  songs  of  the  “Golden  Shore.” 

It  is  easy  to  sing  of  Heaven, 

To  have  faith  in  the  “World  to  Come”, 
When  life  is  young,  and  we  dwell  within 
The  sheltering  walls  of  home. 


But,  when  in  the  long  years  after, 

Drifting  through  pain  and  strife, 

How  shall  we  keep  the  unquestioning  faith 
We  held  in  our  early  life? 

Yet,  kneeling  here,  in  the  darkness 
A calm  like  a soft  dew  falls, 

And  rests  like  a benediction 

O’er  the  dear  old  homestead  walls. 


The  circle  at  the  fireside 

Was  broken  by  death’s  dark  wile. 

We  who  are  left  are  severed 
By  many  a weary  mile. 

Full  twenty  times  the  roses 

Have  bloomed  since  last  I trod, 

Down  through  the  sleepy  orchard 
Where  golden  apples  nod. 

But  stranger  hands  now  gather 
The  fruit  and  roses  too; 

Perhaps  they  gather  up  bright  hopes 
As  I was  wont  to  do. 
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TO  MY  FRIEND  IN  BEREAVEMENT. 


CARRIE  B.  GEARY. 


EAR  friend,  accept  my  sympathy 
In  this,  your  fearful  loss. 

How  sad  your  heart,  how  deep  your  grief 
Beneath  your  heavy  cross ! 


The  tenderest  ties  of  life  are  cleft, 
Your  loved-ones  severed  wide ; 
Your  heart  is  filled  with  sorrow  now. 
Alone  you  must  abide. 


I know  the  grief  within  your  heart 
Crushed  down  like  shackled  slave, 
And  reach  my  woman’s  hand  to  you 
Across  the  open  grave. 

I bid  you  hope — this  life  is  not 
The  end — it  cannot  be  ! 

There  surely  must  be  recompense 
Beyond  Death’s  chilling  sea. 

And  somewhere  in  the  great  Unknown 
We’ll  find  our  loved  again, 

Where  never  fall  the  shades  of  death, 
Where  are  no  tears — no  pain. 

God’s  ways  are  not  the  ways  of  men. 

We  cannot  though  we  try, 

God’s  justice  see  in  this  sad  death; 

We  only  wonder  why. 


If  word  or  thought  of  mine  can  aid 
To  soothe  your  heavy  cares, 

Be  sure  you  have  my  sympathy, 

My  heartfelt  earnest  prayers. 

May  angels  bless  and  guide  you, 

May  peace  your  ways  attend ; 

This  is  the  prayer  breathed  oft  for  you 
.By  one  who  is  your  friend. 
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LINCOLN’S  BIRTHDAY. 


CARRIE  B.  GEARY. 


TT  INCOLN’S  Birthday,”  day  thrice  blest!  Never  let  the  fu- 
ture  mar 

Or  dim  the  love  we  owe  the  man  God  sent ; 

But  always  hold  the  memory  like  a peerless  guiding  star, 

Lincoln’s  “Proclamation”  set  the  bondmen  free. 


He  was  bra\e  and  true  and  steadfast  with  a heart  to  do  the  right, 
Though  his  life  be  sacrificed  to  gain  that  end. 

Could  he  have  known  his  work  would  bring  him  into  death’s  dark 

night,. 

He  would  still  have  ever  been  the  nation’s  friend. 


Not  a single  star  is  missing  from  our  banner’s  azure  field, 

And  Liberty  and  Freedom  crown  our  land. 

Peace  has  folded  her  white  wings  o’er  our  country  like  a shield ; 
Right  was  Might  the  strongest  foe  could  not  withstand. 


With  united  hearts  and  voices  let  this  offering  be  made 
With  all  the  honor  fondest  memory  gives : 

Let  Lincoln’s  Birthday  never  from  our  prayers  and  blessings  fade, 
While  the  nation  that  he  loved  and  died  for  lives. 
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THE  OLD  ELM  TREE. 


LYDIA  AD  ALINE  JACKSON. 


WAS  under  the  old,  old  elm  tree 
I caught  my  first  vision  of  Heaven  : 

The  starry  sky  was  my  canopy, 

While  the  clouds  by  the  winds  were  riven. 


There  was  music  in  each  whispering  breeze, 
And  a voice  of  melody, 

While  the  zephyrs  gently  kissed  the  leaves, 
As  I sat  ’neath  the  old  elm  tree. 


How  well  do  I remember  all ! 

How  calm  and  clear  the  sky, 

And  the  birds  that  came  there  at  my  call, 
Were  not  more  blithe  than  I. 

The  sti/i  shone  brightly  for  me  then, 

And  many  smiled  on  me. 

Why  is  not  today  as  bright  as  when 
I sat  ’neath  the  old  elm  tree? 


It’s  many  a year  since  that  bright  day, 
And  friends  have  come  and  gone ; 

Is  there  one  that's  left  to  me  today, 

Of  all  that  numerous  throng? 

Oh ! tell  me  not  that  I am  left, 

Alone  on  life’s  dark  sea ; 

Alone,  of  reason’s  light  bereft, 

No  ray  of  hope  for  me ! 

Oh,  carry  me  back  to  my  childhood’s  home, 
By  the  Raision’s  rippling  rill. 

Where  in  joyous  hours  I loved  to  roam, 
And  list  to  the  whip-poor-will. 

Perchance  there’s  one  ray  of  light  left  still, 
One  glimmering  ray  for  me ; 

And  one  the  same  through  good  or  ill, 

Who  would  love  and  cherish  me. 
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WHERE  THE  MANZNITA  GROWS. 


EVERETT  F.  ADAMS. 


HERE  the  Sacramento  River 
Ripples  o’er  its  golden  bed, 

Where  the  moss-rose  fills  the  breezes 
With  its  perfume  overhead, 

It  is  where  I love  to  wander 
When  all  nature’s  in  repose ; 

For  I love  the  Sacramento, 

Where  the  Mianznita  grows. 


There  is  gold  down  in  the  valley, 

And  there’s  gold  upon  the  hill ; 

There  are  birds  and  flowers  and  sunshine, 
There  is  laughter  in  each  rill. 

Oh!  it’s  joyous  in  the  evening 

When  the  dewdrops  kiss  the  rose, 

For  to  ramble  in  the  moonlight 
Where  the  Manznita  grows. 


There  is  beauty  in  the  sunset 
As  it  fades  beyond  the  sea ; 

There  is  glory  in  the  mountains 
Rising  grandly  wild  and  free. 

Here’s  the  garden  where  God’s  angels, 
When  the  final  trumpet  blows, 

Shall  receive  earth’s  true  and  faithful 
Where  the  Manznita  grows. 
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OMNIPRESENCE. 


FLORA  CAMERON  BURR. 

ATHER,  men  built  for  Thee  a shrine, 
And  set  Thee  narrow  bound, 

But  when  I came  within  the  line 
Thou  wert  not  to  be  found. 

My  soul  could  not  breathe  in  the  space 
Allotted  to  be  Thine ; 

Then  what  for  Thee,  O God,  such  place 
Whom  nothing  can  define ! 


I sought  the  One  of  Ancient  Days, 
The  present,  near,  abroad, 

Who  comes  to  men  in  various  ways, 
So  that  thev  find  Thee,  God. 

I sought  the  One  whose  Godhead  fills 
More  than  a human  form, 

So  I went  forth  upon  the  hills 
And  found  Thee  in  the  storm. 


Nor  wert  Thou  angry,  Lord,  with  me 
For  soon  Thy  rainbow  spread, 

Of  loving  kindness  full  and  free, 

That  showed  Thee  overhead. 

From  all  that  life’s  great  mystery  wears 
I felt  the  sacred  breath, 

And  Thou  wert  in  the  Vale  of  Tears, 
The  shadow  man  calls  Death. 


Unlimited,  the  mighty  Power 
That  doth  o’er  ages  glance, 

I found  in  every  varied  hour, 

In  every  circumstance. 

I found  Thee  in  the  soul  Thou  lent 
That  ever  speaks  to  me 
Of  the  forethought  omnipotent, 
That  loves  and  leaves  me  free. 


98 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


TO  WINTER. 


ALBERT  HOWELL  ACKEN. 


IDE  forth,  bold  Arctic  monarch,  with  your  frost-edced  blade  of 

m oid,  ' " 

Smite  hill  and  dale  and  mountainside  with  paralyzing  cold ; 
Ice-lock  the  rippling  rivulets  and  rivers  wide  and  deep ; 

Still  all  their  gurgling  songs  and  limpid  flow  with  rigid  sleep ; 
Spread  o’er  the  lap  of  Mother  Earth,  deep  coverlets  of  snow, 
Whence  love-sick  swains  and  maids  their  jingling  steeds  drive  to 
and  fro. 

Ride  forth  on  some  crazy  blizzard’s  snow-capped  brow,  and  slay 
The  remnant  left  by  autumn  in  his  raid,  your  rightful  prey. 

Yon  woodland’s  naked  boughs,  as  strings  upon  a lyre,  will  sing 
A dirge  for  thee ; reverberant  with  winds  wild  echoing. 

The  flocks  and  herds  upon  the  hills,  and  harvests,  as  of  yore, 

Have  furnished  meat  and  bread  for  us,  replenishing  our  store ; 
Within,  the  spacious  hearth,  a bed  of  shimmering  coals  aglow, 
Defies  thy  blasts  of  cutting  winds,  and  clouds  of  blinding  snow ; 

The  loft  a goodly  deal  of  provender  well-cured  doth  bear 
For  munching  kine ; the  crib  hath  corn  for  beasts  and  fowl  full 
share ; 

The  foxes  have  their  holes,  the  birds  of  air  their  sheltering  nests, 
The  wool-shorn  lambs  a tempering  hand,  to  shield  their  tender 
breasts. 

Then  go  thy  course,  and  do  thy  worst,  for  man,  for  beast,  for  all ; 
Spread  snow,  speed  wind,  cast  hail,  breathe  forth  thy  frost  as  bitter 
gall ; 

We  have  no  fear  of  thee,  nor  what  thou  doest  in  the  land  ; 

For  all  are  sheltered  from  thy  wrath,  by  One  of  Mightier  Hand. 
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TPIE  VERNAL  QUEEN. 


ALBERT  HOWELL  ACICEN. 


AIR  goddess  of  returning  summer  days, 

Of  thee  we  sing,  in  truly  grateful  lays. 

FEolian  harmonies  thy  zephyrs  bring, 

Fit  melodies  for  Pan,  or  Sylvan  king. 

No  taint  of  Boreas  strains  thy  shimmering  gown, 
Nor  frost  lines  mar  thy  sun-lit  gilded  crown. 

Thy  smile  serene  inspires  the  farther  main, 

While  crocuses  and  daffodils  entrain 
Thy  pathway ; as  in  summer  sandaled  feet, 

Each  hill  and  dale  your  stately  steppings  greet. 
Behold  Aurora’s  golden  sheen  amorn, 

All  nature  with  a garb  of  life  adorn ! 

The  new-born  blossoms’  incense  on  the  air 
Bespeak  the  earnest  of  a fruitage  fair; 

Unfettered  brooklets  sing  their  lullaby, 

Sweet  violets  reflect  the  blue  of  sky ; 

Poor  winter-quartered  kine  ahungered  keen, 

Go  forth  to  feast,  and  rest,  on  pastures  green ; 
Young  birdlings  with  their  hungry  mouths  agape, 
Receive  their  food  from  thy  prolific  lap ; 

Flits  here  and  there  the  bee,  on  busy  wings 
Her  loads  of  honey  from  the  clover  brings. 

O Dryad,  no  more  winter  vigils  keep ! 

Wake,  Hamadryads,  from  thy  Sylvan  sleep! 

Let  stalwart  oaks,  Queen  Sylvia’s  worthy  pride, 
Weave  garlands  green  on  every  mountainside ; 

All  hail,  fair  harbinger  of  better  days ! 

Go  forth  and  rule,  as  suits  thy  witching  ways. 
Thy  scepter  with  a fructifying  hand, 

Sway  haply  till  the  harvest  crown  the  land. 


LOFC. 
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CONSECRATION. 


REV.  WM.  J.  SIMMONS. 


E it  my  only  vocation  here 
To  serve  the  Lord  with  Godly  fear, 

The  harvest  of  souls  faithfully  reap, 

My  charge  and  commission  sacredly  keep. 


Be  it  my  only  use  of  time 
In  making  and  forming  character  sublime, 
In  turning  sinners  from  the  way  of  sin, 
And  daily  struggle  some  soul  to  win. 


Be  it  my  only  intense  desire 
My  soul  to  loftier  climes  aspire, 

By  lifting  the  fallen  from  their  sinful  dust, 
And  keeping  spotless  my  sacred  trust. 


Be  it  my  only  song  and  prayer 
To  serve  my  God  with  jealous  care, 
Humble  and  holy  in  His  sight  to  live, 
Myself,  my  all  to  His  service  give. 


Dear  Lord,  for  wisdom  and  zeal  I ask 
That  I may  faithfully  perform  each  task, 
My  God  to  love,  my  duty  to  own, 

And  live  and  labor  for  Thy  glory  alone. 
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COMPENSATION. 


MABEL  GOODMAN. 


LL  the  tears  that  we  shed,  the  angels  take 
And  bear  them  to  Heaven  away, 

To  change  into  jewels  for  the  crown  they  make, 
To  place  in  our  tired  hands  some  day. 


Every  sigh  that  falls  athwart  the  air 
From  hearts  that  to  breaking  are  nigh, 
The  angels  waft  up  to  Heaven,  where 
They  change  into  songs  bye  and  bye. 


Every  thorn  that  pierces  our  weary  feet, 
While  treading  life's  long  rugged  way, 
Angel  hands  change  into  flowers  sweet 
To  scatter  along  our  path  some  day. 

Every  hope  that  we  watch  melt  into  air 
'Neath  the  dull  gray  cloud  of  life’s  sky, 
In  rosy  fulfillment,  sweet  and  fair, 

Angels  will  give  us  back  bye  and  bye. 


Then  why  should  we  murmur  if  hot  tears  sway. 

Or  if  the  air  swoon  'neath  our  sigh : 

Keen  thorns  pierce,  hopes  fade  away ; 

Flowers,  songs,  jewels,  fruition  bye  and  bye. 
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WE  REAP  AS  WE  SOW. 


W.  H.  APPERLEY. 


F we  would  reap  a harvest  of  ripened,  golden  grain, 

We  must  sow  the  golden  seed,  and  give  the  sun  and  rain; 
For  ’tis  a law  of  nature,  that  we  reap  what’er  we  sow, 

And  if  the  seeds  are  useless,  the  weeds  and  thistles  grow. 


The  grains  and  fruits  of  Eden  that  grow  beneath  our  sky 
To  feed  the  souls  of  men  and  gladden  human  eye, 

Have  grown  from  seeds  we  planted  since  living  here  on  earth, 
Or  from  the  seeds  we  planted  before  this  mortal  birth. 


For  when  our  sun  was  young,  before  our  earth  was  born, 

We  lived  and  moved  and  labored  with  hearts  both  true  and  warm. 
And  we  sowed  for  good  or  ill  in  the  cycles  of  the  past, 

And  we  shall  do  the  reaping  while  life  and  being  last. 


We  sowed  in  Old  Atlantis  some  seeds  of  Truth  and  Light, 
And  now  we  reap  the  harvest  with  sickles  gleaming  bright ; 
But  still  we  must  keep  sowing  for  ages  yet  to  come, 

And  we  may  reap  the  harvest  beneath  some  unborn  sun. 


Then  let  us  sow  in  kindness  good  seeds  from  a loving  heart, 
And  keep  the  soul  moistened,  in  patience  do  our  part, 

And  wait  to  do  the  reaping  in  ages  yet  to  be, 

When  Love  shall  be  the  watch-word  and  humanity  be  free. 


Then  sound  the  joyful  tidings  to  nations  near  and  far, 

Send  out  Love’s  warm  vibration  from  earth  to  every  star; 

And  let  the  Great  Life  pulsate  till  every  world  shall  know 
That  men  and  angels  everywhere  must  reap  just  what  they  sow. 


HOPES. 


HARRIETT  J.  SUTTON. 


LL  clay  hath  my  soul  been  filling 
With  musical  echoes  of  thought ; 

I would  they  had  lingered  forever, 

Such  beautiful  fancies  they  wrought. 
All  day  for  the  shadowy  future, 

Eve  braided  bright  garlands  of  hope ; 
All  day  I ve  been  gathering  roses 

To  brighten  life's  snow-covered  slope. 


I gathered  the  bright  buds  that  faded 
In  sorrow's  weird  shadows  away ; 

And  woke  them  to  life  by  the  magic 

That  breathes  from  Hope's  beautiful  ray ; 

I gathered  the  tears  that  were  trembling 
In  memory’s  mystical  cup, 

And  twined  them  in  Hope's  blessed  sunlight, 
Whose  radiance  swallowed  them  up. 


Eve  woven  a mantle  of  gladness, 
And  hidden  my  heart  in  its  fold ; 
Yet  still  I go  mournfully  backward 
To  paths  I have  trodden  of  old. 

I knelt  at  the  shrine  of  the  buried, 
And  saw  their  sweet  faces  again  ; 
My  burden  of  sorrow  was  lightened, 
Hope  bore  away  half  of  its  pain. 


Oh!  life  hath  such  beautiful  treasures, 

Such  jewels  of  light  and  love; 

And  hearts  that  have  grown  faint  and  weary 
May  hope  for  their  resting  above. 
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LEGEND  OF  ST.  AUGUSTINE. 


ALICE  WELLS. 


N SEARCHING  for  the  Fount  of  youth 
That  he  might  gain  a lady’s  hand, 

Sir  Ponce  de  Leon  found  not  youth, 

Nor  fount,  but  mystic  wonderland, 

A land  in  which  all  hearts  delight, 

A land  of  flowers  and  dewdrops  fair, 
Of  singing  birds  and  golden  light, 

A breath  of  perfume  laden  air. 


Upon  the  shore  a city  stands, 

A city  old,  yet  ever  new ; 

Another  age  and  other  lands 
Its  architecture  brings  to  view. 

From  fortress  grim  with  ramparts  gray, 
Have  floated  flags  of  nations  three. 
O'er  vaults  and  dungeons  now  for  aye 
Our  starry  emblem  flutters  free. 


Rain  is  pelting,  wind  is  moaning, 

Ships'  tall  masts  are  creaking,  groaning 
Thro'  the  air  the  birds  are  flying, 

Gloom  and  darkness  everywhere. 

Waves  unto  the  skies  are  crying, 

Ship  the  wind  and  storm  defving, 

Out  .*.t  sea,  a lover  dying 

On  the  watch-tower,  maid  so  fair. 


Years  roll  on,  the  place  is  haunted; 

Maid  of  beauty  ever  vaunted, 

In  the  lonely  watch-tower  kneeling 
Lifts  ^er  young  white  arms  on  high, 
Phantom  ship  through  storm  is  reeling, 
Mist  a wraith-like  form  concealing; 
Lovers’  cries  are  beard  appealing. 

As  the  wind  floats  sobbing  bv 
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CHARACTER  LIVES. 


LLOYD  RE^D. 

CHARACTER  lives,  and  builded  aright, 
Shall  always  endure,  prevail 
Founded  on  truth,  integrity,  light; 

Shall  all  things  good  develop,  unite, 

Ever  the  best  upholding  requite, 

And  only  the  wrong  assail. 

Fortress  indeed  wide,  massive  design, 
That  ever  will  stand,  endure. 

Evils  cannot  the  beauty  confine, 

Or  make  the  walls  to  crumble,  decline ; 
For  all  the  strength  is  hallowed,  divine, 
Firm,  sacred  and  grand,  secure. 

No  weakening  there,  or  dust,  decay, 
Ephemeral  time,  or  sense ; 

But  character  true  surmounts  the  way ; 
And  ever  shall  quell,  put  down,  allay, 
The  evils  that  rise  in  broad  array — 

Prize  the  good  and  recompense. 

Character  built  on  Word  of  the  Lord, 
That’s  rounded  throughout,  complete, 
Can  nothing  of  wrong  in  truth  afford ; 
But  happily  live  in  bright  accord 
With  beauties  of  life — an  harvest  stored 
And  never  know  death,  defeat. 

• 

Thus  budded  firm,  shall  character  stand, 
Forever  of  strength  attain ; 

In  face  of  the  storms  but  rise,  expand, 
Obeying  His  Truth,  Precept,  Command 
Lives  yet  the  more  eternally  grand, 

Of  infinite  hope  and  gain. 
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THE  GUERDON  OF  THE  YEARS. 


MINNIE  ANITA  WILLIAMS. 


HE  years  have  gone  and  the  years  have  come, 
And  this  is  what  they  have  brought  to  me : 
Measure  of  love  for  measure  of  pain, 

And  measure  of  lo.ss  for  measure  of  gain. 


But  through  them  all  a Hand  has  led, 

And  over  them  all  a Star  has  shone, 

And  the  passing  years  have  been  kind  to  me. 


The  years  will  come  and  the  years  will  go, 
And  I know  not  what  they  will  bring  to  me ; 
But  if  it  be  only  the  toil-traced  path 
And  a harvest  portion  of  aftermath ; 

Yet  through  them  all  a Hand  will  lead, 

And  over  them  a Star  will  shine, 

And  the  coming  years  will  be  kind  to  me. 
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MISS  JOHANNA  WILD. 


HENRY  MARTIN. 


N BROADWAY  lives  a girl  I do  adore, 
I have  never  met  just  such  a gem  before, 
Her  smiling  face  is  ever  on  my  mind, 

To  me  she  always  has  been  true  and  kind. 


Chorus : 

She  is  Miss  Johanna  Wild, 

She  is  her  mother’s  onlv  child, 

Her  temper  is  so  sweet  and  mild, — 

There  is  no  other  Like  Miss  Johanna  Wild. 


I long  to  see  the  dav  when  she’s  of  age, 
Then  we  will  be  united  in  marriage, 

On  a farm  we  will  share  joy  and  strife, 
On  the  Ozarks  we  will  live  a happy  life. 
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GOODBYE  TO  MY  OLD  HOME. 


EVELENA  HARDEN  JACKSON. 


OODBYE,  sweet  home,  I've  loved  you  well,  home  of  mv 
parents  dear ; 

Goodbye,  I say,  far  I must  go ; the  parting  draweth  near. 

Oh ! dear  sweet  home  where  mother  lived  and  father's  smiles  were 
mine, 

Oh ! ne'er  again  beneath  the  stars  such  home  as  this  I'll  find. 


How  can  I leave  these  sacred  walls  where  father  used  to  pray 
At  evening  ere  we  said,  "Good  night,”  in  peace  at  close  of  day? 

How  can  I leave  these  dear  old  rooms  where  gentle  mother’s  voice 
Attuned  to  sweetest  melody  oft  made  my  heart  rejoice? 


How  can  I leave  the  flowers  she  loved,  and  tended  with  such  care, 
These  grand  old  oaks  in  majesty  still  towering  in  the  air, 

The  roses  red  she  loved  so  well,  the  tiny  jasmines  fair, 

She  told  me  oft,  when  as  a bride,  she  twined  in  her  dark  hair. 


The  snowy  daisies  in  the  spring,  the  purple  astors  too, 

The  easter  lillies  tall  and  fair  in  such  profusion  grew  ; 

The  golden  jonquils  in  a row,  the  violets  sweet  and  blue, 

The  woodbine  with  its  crimson  cups,  and  hyacinths  white  and  pure. 


These  all  still  speak  to  me  of  her,  dear  mother  sweet  and  fair, 
The  snowdrop  bells,  the  fragrant  vines,  still  blooming  everywhere. 
Yes,  she  has  gone,  and  I’m  alone,  and  so  'tis  best  to  go ; 

'Tis  sweet  to  think  that  soon,  Ah  ! soon  we’ll  meet  again  I know. 


In  Heaven  Above,  Eternal  Home  where  none  e’er  say,  “Farewell,” 
Oh ! there  we'll  meet  and  love  again  in  rapture  none  can  tell ; 
Where  fadeless  flowers  ever  bloom  and  ceaseless  anthems  swell, 
And  smiles  the  Father  over  all  who  in  that  City  dwell. 
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THE  BREEZE. 


ARTHUR  D.  DAVIS. 

, MOVE  in  silence,  O,  rejoice! 

I travel  through  all  the  hours ; 

I glide  o’er  all  the  fields 
And  kiss  the  blooming  flowers. 

O’er  wood,  dale  and  plain 
I move  in  happy  glee, 

I carry  frost,  snow  and  rain 
From  ocean  o’er  land  to  sea. 

Of  all  the  flowers  scented, 

Their  fragrance  and  perfume, 

Tho’  crushed  and  lamenting, 

With  them  I commune. 

Pm  never  idle,  never  still, 

Work  for  nature  and  for  man, 
Traversing  the  valley,  climbing  the  hill 
I make  pleasant  the  evil  land. 

Sometimes  I come  in  winter  bare 
Laden  with  fleecy  snow, 

Which  God  trusted  to  my  care 
To  tenderly  wrap  the  earth  below. 

I brush  the  school  girls’  rosy  cheeks 
And  tangle  up  their  flowing  hair, 
Mingled,  playing  laughing  freaks 
I carry  them  on  me,  the  air. 

I sweet  health  to  mankind  bear 
And  to  everything  that  grows ; 

I make  the  land  all  bright  and  fair 
And  rest  in  sweet  repose. 

I am  a youth  of  ages  past, 

Not  seen  by  human  eye. 

I feed  on  night,  I drink  on  day, 

T am  an  inhabitant  of  the  sky. 


IIO 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


THE  PRODIGAL. 


LONE,  all  alone  in  the  twilight, 

Alone  with  the  dying  day, 

Bowed  ’neath  a burden  of  sorrow  and  sin, 
A lost  one,  afraid  to  pray. 


Weary  of  sorrow  and  tired  of  sin, 
Longing  for  God  in  his  need, 

Crushed  with  a spirit  of  anguish  within, 
He  knelt  there,  a bruised  reed. 


A sigh,  but  it  reached  a listening  ear, 

A groan  and  it  brought  Him  down, 
With  compassion  Divine,  and  love  untold, 
And  with  joy  that  life  to  crown. 


Encompassed  about  with  a Father’s  love, 
Hope  and  joy  now  fills  his  breast. 

The  earth-stained  garments  of  sin  are  replace 
With  peace  in  his  soul  and  rest. 


Swift  angels  bear  Home  the  glad  tidings, 
With  joy  all  Heaven  resounds; 

The  message  repeated  from  heart  to  heart, 
“He  was  lost,  but  now  is  found.” 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


in 


THE  LOST  MELODY. 


ALLASUMA  MAUCK. 


HE  sun  shines  as  brightly  this  sweet  month  of  May. 

As  it  did  in  my  childhood’s  glad,  happiest  day ; 
But  the  song  in  my  heart  rises  mute  to  my  lip, 

The  melody’s  heavy,  and  hinders  the  trip. 


The  birds  sing  as  blithely,  the  flowers  bloom  as  gay, 

As  they  did  in  the  seedtime, — my  joyous  hey-day ! 

But  the  melody’s  wanting,  or  faded  the  trace 

Like  the  dear  ones  have  faded  and  dropped  in  the  race. 


The  stream  flows  as  gently  its  pebbly  bed  o’er, 
As  when  we  were  children  and  waded  before 
Our  breakfast  was  ready,  to  gather  the  cress 
The  platter  to  trim  in  a pretty  green  dress. 


A chord  now  and  then  still  will  stray  through  my  mind, 
As  memory  awakes  like  a sweep  of  the  wind ; 

But  the  measure  is  lost, — I can  sing  it  no  more, 

Like  the  friendship  of  loved  ones  who’ve  gone  before. 


On  a chill  wintry  night  sitting  over  the  grate, 
The  embers  I ponder  as  if  chance  or  fate 
Can  restore  me  again  that  sweetest  lost  strain, 
And  live  o’er  in  fancy  my  girlhood  again. 


And  thus  like  a birdling,  bereft  of  its  mate, 

The  sweet  song  is  lost,  and  I disconsolate, 

Live  on  through  the  years  with  a sad,  aching  heart, 

For  I’ve  seen  what  was  dearest  from  life  thus  depart. 
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TURNING  ON  THE  CLOCK. 


ALLASUMA  MAUCK. 


UR  kitchen  has  a fireplace  built  far  back  in  the  wall. 

Above  the  space  is  a mantel-case  for  the  old  clock  wide  and 
tall ; 

The  wintry  winds  make  Karl  complain,  and  start  the  house  to  rock, 
“I  want  to  catch  the  early  train,  I think  Ell  turn  the  clock.” 


Grandpa  comes  next  with  hurried  haste,  “This  weather’s  quite  a 
shock, 

It’s  getting  worse,  no  time  to  waste,  I'll  just  turn  on  the  clock.” 
Before  the  fire  he  warms  his  feet,  “I  must  hurry  up  those  men; 
This  genial  heat  is  very  sweet,  Ell  turn  that  clock  again.” 


Grandma  comes  next  with  stately  tread  in  her  new  Sunday  frock, 

“I  want  to  make  some  calls,”  she  said,  “I  think  I’ll  turn  the 
clock 

By  candle  light  Karl  takes  his  meal  and  hies  him  to  the  train, 

The  wind  and  wet  make  him  to  reel, — the  skies  are  weeping  rain. 


He  has  a long  and  weary  wait  midst  the  wintry  blast, 

He  wonders  why  the  train  is  late,  but  the  clock  at  home  was  fast, 
Grandpa  goes  out  by  candle  light  his  working  men  to  call, 

“IBs  just  the  middle  of  the  night,”  they  answer  with  a bawl. 

Grandma  comes  down  and  takes  her  tea  by  candlelight  the  last, 

“By  John ! that  clock,”  grandpa,  says  he,  “is  getting  rather  fast,” 
Straight  off  to  town  doth  grandma  go  though  she  hath  heard  it  said, 
“At  four  A.  M.  she  ought  to  know  townfolk  are  all  in  bed.” 


And  so  it  goes, — week  in — week  out,  from  morning  until  night, 
They  all  do  turn  that  clock  about,  but  cannot  keep  it  right. 


SABBATH  TWILIGHT. 


ALLASUMA  MAUCK. 

LOWLY  the  sunset  falls  over  the  city, 
Casting  long  shadows  the  treetops  among ; 
Making  a picture  so  mellow  and  pretty, 

Nor  painter  could  rival  nor  poet  has  sung. 


Softly  the  cool  of  the  evening  is  falling, 

As  day  sinks  to  rest  in  the  lap  of  night, 

Nearer  and  clearer  the  church  bells  are  calling, 
The  twilight  to  worship  as  day  wings  its  flight. 


Faster  our  hearts  are  in  unison  beating, 

As  soft  peal  the  chimes  of  the  sweet  evening  bell, 
Bidding  us  hope  for  a glorious  meeting, 

With  all  the  dear  loved  who  in  glory  now  dwell. 


Sweetest  young  voices  the  distance  are  singing, 
As  slow  the  processional  moves  on  its  way, 
The  heart's  adoration  as  incense  are  bringing, 
To  offer  again  at  the  close  of  the  day. 


Fainter  the  echo,  the  last  hymn  is  closing, 

The  chorus  retires,  the  service  is  o’er, 

Stillness,  the  hushed  hallowed  air  is  reposing, 

And  clings  to  us  yet  as  we  leave  the  church  door. 


THE  TELEGRAM  WENT  TO  THE  WHITEHOUSE. 


D.  H.  ROCHE. 


HE  telegram  went  to  the  White  House, 
It  went  as  on  the  wings  of  a bird, 

The  telegram  went  to  the  White  House, 
Conveying  the  people’s  best  word. 


It  was  simply  a word,  ’twas  “Best  wishes,” 
It  was  all  that  we  people  could  do; 

It  was  simply  a word,  ’twas  “Best  wishes,” 
To  show  our  affection  for  you. 


May  your  path  then  be  strewn  with  flowers, 
May  your  life  be  as  bright  as  a dream ; 
May  your  joys  be  as  deep  as  the  ocean, 

For  your  honor  is  as  great  as  a queen. 


May  your  life  be  free  from  all  shadows, 

May  your  joys  o’er-flow  now  your  cup, 
May  each  day  be  as  bright  as  your  wedding, 
May  your  friends  be  as  true  as  the  Book. 


Oh  ! this  Lady  admired  by  all  nations, 
This  Lady  admired  here  at  home, 
This  Lady  admired  by  her  husband, 
Whose  love  she  successfully  won. 
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BABY  JO. 


FLORENCE  E.  BODEN. 

CAN  it  be  true, 

Dear  little  Jo,  that  thou  art  dead? 

Dead ! did  they  say  ? Surely  not  you 
They  meant ; but  thus  the  message  read : 

“Little  Jo  is  dead.  Come.”  These  were  the  words 
That  to  my  heart  came  weighted  as  with  lead, 

To  crush,  or  cause  such  anguish  as  the  steel  of  swords. 


Can  it  be  true, 

While  watching  thee  in  joyous  frolic  go 
From  out  my  sight  with  dancing  feet, 

E'en  then  the  Angel’s  shadow  little  Jo. 

To  gather  him  with  other  treasures  mute, 

For  the  Lord’s  Paradise.  Earth’s  battle-land, 

Too  full  of  strife  for  spirits  pure  as  thine  and  sweet. 


Can  it  be  true, 

That  while  I heard  thy  fond  “Bye-Bye” 

And  saw  thy  fingers  toss  a kiss, 

These  self  same  angels  caught  thy  shining  eye, 

And  loved  thee  more  for  thy  bright  loveliness  ? 

So  the  star  with  “two  twinkles”  in  the  sky, 

Seem’d  more  fitting  mansion  for  thy  beauteousness. 


Can  it  be  true? 

Ah ! yes,  too  true ! Thy  empty  couch, 

The  pillow  where  thy  curly  head, 

Left  impress  from  a recent  touch, 

My  arms  hold  empty  clay,  thy  spirit  fled. 

My  heart  only  thy  shadow  can  avouch, 

Till  I too,  slumber  with  thee,  and  they  call  me  dead. 
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UNITY. 


ALFRED  J.  DAVIS. 


HE  corals  build  together 
Beneath  the  troubled  sea. 
Their  island  homes  to  weather 
The  billowed  storm  set  free. 


The  dew  drops  winged  with  sunbeams 
That  shift  across  the  sky, 

United  in  the  mountain  streams, 

Deep  woodlands  echo  by. 


The  grains  of  sand  so  light  and  small 
That  blow  from  off  the  ledge, 

When  gathered  in  their  countless  all 
The  shores  of  ocean  hedge. 


The  mighty  force  that  rules  the  world 
Of  sun  and  moon  and  star, 

Must  gather  strength  amid  the  whirled 
And  smallest  things  that  are. 


We  study  all  the  sins  that  mar 
The  story  of  the  ages, 

To  find  that  man  with  man  at  war, 
Made  fame’s  dishonored  pages. 


And  he  who  prides  in  progress  gained 
By  mighty  sons  of  earth, 

And  hates  the  blood  scenes  that  stained 
The  lives  of  simple  worth, 


Has  yet  to  learn  that  man  alone 
Progresses  nor  achieves ; 

But  man  with  others,  he  atones 
And  battles  lost  retrieves. 


THE  SUNSET. 


MINNIE  WUERTLEY. 

E STOOD  one  eve,  and  watched  the  sunset, 
A grand  and  beautiful  sight  to  see. 

All  day  it  had  shone  in  its  strength, 

Making  bright  the  earth  for  you  and  me. 


It  had  helped  nature  to  show  forth  her  beauty ; 

It  had  put  a gladness  into  the  hearts  of  all ; 
It  had  kissed  the  beautiful  flowers, 

And  had  slighted  nothing  great  or  small. 


And  as  I watched  the  bright  sun  go  down 
Toward  the  earth,  behind  the  western  hills, 

It  made  me  think  that  I too  some  day 

Shall  return  to  earth,  when  done  with  life’s  ills. 


But  when  the  eve  of  my  life  shall  come, 

And  the  Sun  for  me  forever  goes  down, 
Methinks  my  life  will  be  happy  and  free, 

And  my  care-worn  face  will  wear  no  frown, 


If  I can  know  my  life  to  the  world 
Looks  as  the  Sun  that  eve, 

And  that  all  through  my  day  Eve  worked  in  my  strength 
M'ade  bright  the  ways  I’ve  passed ; 


Have  helped  others  to  show  forth  their  beauty, 
And  gladdened  the  hearts  of  all ; 

By  the  light  of  my  life  helped  many  to  rise, 

By  not  failing  to  shine  have  caused  none  to  fall. 
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LIFE’S  SETTING  SUN. 


IDA  E.  DUNN. 


HEN  life’s  sun  dips  low  in  the  west, 

The  time’s  far  spent ; we’re  seeking  rest. 
The  heat  and  burden  of  the  day 
In  fragrant  dew  has  passed  away. 
Friends  of  our  youth  passed  on  at  noon; 
Still  others,  in  the  gathering  gloom ; 

So  many  dropped  beside  the  way 
That  few  are  left  at  close  of  day. 


As  now  we  face  a darkening  west, 

We  say  with  truth,  “He  knoweth  best.” 
The  ties  are  few  we  leave  behind ; 
Awaiting  us  far  more  we  find. 

Once  more  the  west  lights  up  for  me 
The  labors  of  the  past  to  see. 

The  joys  and  sorrows  both  are  there, 
With  less  of  sunshine,  more  of  care. 


Steps  of  the  past  we’d  not  retrace, 

And  those  ahead  trust  to  His  Grace, 
Willingly  leaving  life’s  frail  barque 
With  hand  in  His,  ’twill  not  seem  dark. 
Our  feet  would  press  death’s  chilling  wave, 
But  even  this,  Christ  died  to  save. 

That  stream  divides  by  ray  of  light ! 

The  Heav’nly  Glory  greets  our  sight. 

Dear  sainted  mother  comes  to  greet 
One  she  had  missed  in  Heav’ns  fair  street, 
From  her  no  more  will  have  to  part, 

But  dwell  forever  heart  to  heart. 

Friends  we  pass  in  our  eager  pace 
Our  Master  to  see  face  to  face, 

To  hear  the  accents  of  His  Voice — 
“Welcome  you  home,  Rejoice!  rejoice!” 
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MY  LOVE  LIES  LOW. 


MARY  E.  FORSYTH. 


H CHIDE  me  not  because  I weep ! 

The  gentle  and  strong  in  his  long  last  sleep 
Is  lying  white  as  the  wintry  snow ; 

The  brave  and  good  is  lying  low. 

Oh  let  me  weep ! Oh  let  me  weep ! 

As  I watch  by  my  love  in  his  quiet  sleep. 


My  love  lies  low  in  his  dreamless  sleep ; 

The  tears  must  flow,  you  must  let  me  weep, 
Or  my  heart  will  break,  it  will  turn  to  stone ; 
The  sun  has  gone  down,  I am  alone. 

Oh  let  me  weep ! Oh  let  me  weep ! 

As  I watch  by  my  love  in  his  quiet  sleep. 


We  shall  meet  again  on  a Brighter  Shore, 
Where  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  be  no  more, 
Where  God  shall  wipe  away  our  tears, 
With  His  own  hand,  and  calm  our  fears. 
So  I will  not  weep ! I will  not  weep ! 

God  watches  my  love  in  his  quiet  sleep. 
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A QUESTION. 


LULA  V.  ANDERSON. 


HY  do  the  birds  on  swift  glad  wing 
Fly  far  away  o'er  crag  and  moor? 

Why  does  the  brook  flow  murmuring 

And  the  tide  comes  rolling  back  to  shore? 
Why  should  we  grieve  when  sorrow  endeth 
And  a loved  one  drifts  o’er  Life’s  fair  sea 
Why  doth  the  love  cold  death  has  riven 
Live  in  the  undying  memory  ? 


•? 


Why  does  the  toiler  seek  his  rest 

And  long  for  the  grave  when  his  work  is  done, 
Like  a weary  child  on  its  mother’s  breast 
Clings  closest  when  the  night  comes  on? 

Ay ! the  night  comes  on  and  the  loved  one’s  soul 
By  sorrow,  suffering,  and  pain  oppressed, 
Watched  for  the  waves  of  light  to  roll 
O’er  the  sea  of  life  to  the  promised  rest. 


Why  should  long,  weary  years  be  passed 

In  a struggle  for  breath  that  God  has  given? 
How  can  a soul  that  has  borne  such  pain 
Still  trust  and  pray  to  the  God  of  Heaven  ? 
Oh,  softly  the  answer  cometh  to  me, 

Where  my  Father  dwells  beyond  the  sky; 

He  Who  gives  the  blessed  rest 
Knoweth  the  hidden  reason  why. 


Turning  to  Him  with  a broken  wing, 
Finding  a shelter  on  His  Breast, 

Let  not  thy  question  longer  spring 
Out  in  a dark  and  wild  unrest. 

Bring  thy  longing  in  faith  to  Him, 

Patiently  wait  His  answer  given, 

Long  has  the  eye  of  the  soul  been  dim, 

But  it  looks  at  last  on  the  Light  of  Heaven. 
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THE  HILLS  OF  IDAHO. 


ALICE  E.  CAREY. 


ME  LOVE  the  hills  of  Idaho  where  nature  hath  full  bound, 

Where  birds  and  flowers  spring  forth  in  glee  and  beauty 
all  around, 

Where  soft  the  murm’ring  waters  clear  in  sparkling  streamlets  flow, 
Where  beautiful  mountains  lofty  and  grand  are  crowned  in  eternal 

snow. 


We  love  our  home  in  Idaho,  its  fields  so  fresh  and  green, 

The  dear  old  homes  where  on  either  side — beautiful  waving  grains 

are  seen, 

Where  luscious  fruits  of  every  kind  in  rich  profusion  grow, 

Where  all  the  gifts  of  wealth  we  find  that  nature  can  bestow. 


Oh ! dear  old  hills  of  Idaho,  our  own  dear  native  land, 

We  love  thy  vales  and  snowcapped  dome,  thy  rivers  wide  and  grand; 
We  love  thy  fields,  thy  flowers,  and  trees,  where  oft  and  oft  we  roam, 
Our  sweetest  memories  cluster  ’round  dear  old  Idaho,  our  home. 
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THE  ICAW  RIVER  FLOOD. 


LOUELLA  PEACOCK  CHESNUTT. 


HERE  once  lived  a lovely  maiden 
On  the  banks  of  the  river  Kaw, 

On  the  night  the  river  flooded 
Her  heart  was  filled  with  awe. 

But  the  tho’t  of  that  disaster 
Put  daring  in  her  blood ; 

From  house  to  house  she  hurried  on, 
Crying,  ‘ ‘Beware,  beware  of  the  flood 


“To  the  rescue,  to  the  rescue, 

Or  the  Kaw  will  have  them  all ! 
To  the  rescue,  to  the  rescue, 

Was  her  danger  warning  call. 

To  the  rescue,  to  the  rescue, 

Or  a thousand  souls  will  die ! 

To  the  rescue,  to  the  rescue !” 

Was  her  piercing,’  ringing  cry. 


She  stood  on  the  banks  of  the  river, 
And  watched  her  old  home  go  down ; 
But  she  tried  to  render  comfort 
To  the  afflicted  ones  around. 

Her  heart  sank  deep  within  her 
At  the  dread  destruction  wrought ; 
But  many  arose  to  bless  her 
For  the  rescue  she  had  brought. 
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SONG. 


RODERICK  LEE  VANCE. 


WOULD  that  I might  banish  every  tear 

That  falls  like  glist'ning  dew  upon  thy  face ! 

O would  that  I might  still  each  rising  fear, 

And  hold  thee  closely  clasped  in  fond  embrace ! 


O would,  dear  heart,  that  on  that  bright  young  hair 
A fresh-blown  flower  I might  gently  lay, 

To  offer  with  its  fragrant  breath  my  prayer, 

That  love  may  strew  its  roses  o'er  thy  way ! 
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WHO  SHALL  CROWN  ME? 


MRS.  M.  A.  EDGECOMB. 


HEN  my  bark  of  life  has  floated, 
Beyond  earth’s  sea  and  tide ; 
And  I go  to  meet  my  loved  ones, 
Gathered  on  the  Other  Side. 
When  upon  tbeir  snowy  pinions, 
Angels  bear  my  spirit  Home, 
And  I enter  through  the  portal 
Of  the  Mystic  Spirit  Zone. 


When  the  angels  bid  me  welcome, 

To  the  Glorious  Morning  Land, 

And  again  I meet  the  dear  ones, 
Waiting  by  the  Golden  Strand. 

When  sweet  angel’s  voices  whisper, 
“Earthly  work  has  been  well  done/' 
Mother,  dearest,  crown  your  darling, 
With  the  laurels  she  has  won. 


ALWAYS  THINKING  OF  THE  POOR. 


ERHARDT  FUERBRINGER. 


N the  spring,  oh ! how  sweet 
Bloom  the  flowers  at  our  feet ! 
People  feeling  good  and  healthy, 
Always  striving  to  get  wealthy. 
Making  money  for  themselves — 
Never  thinking  of  someone  else. 


As  a child  will  never  worry, 

Goes  to  school  to  make  it  flurry, 

Thinking  never  where  to  get 
When  their  next  meal  is  to  be  set, 

While  the  parents  are  home  thinking; 

For  lack  of  money,  their  thoughts  sinking. 


Let  us  ne’er  forget  the  poor 
When  they  knock  upon  our  door. 

They’re  glad  to  eat  anything  they  can  get, 
That’s  the  reason  we  should  not  forget 
To  know  that  every  contribution 
Helps  many  a soul  out  of  great  confusion. 
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THE  DREAMER. 


EDWARD  BARBER. 

UJU  OW  many  dream,”  men  often  sing;  “how  very  few 
Will  daily  toil ! yet  we  would  bring  our  tribute  true, 

To  crown  anew  the  hearts  that  dream,  to  us  they  seem, 

The  salt  to  season  man’s  sordid  reason;  the  vision  grand 
To  nerve  the  hand;  the  beacon  light  that  leads  to  Right, — 

And  to  the  dreamers,  though  they  fail, 

We  gladly  shout,  “All  hail!  all  hail!” 

A painter  dreamed ; he  thought  to  make  his  name  unknown 
A star : he  fancied  he  could  take  a master’s  throne, — 

’Twas  but  a dream, — a dream  alone, — and  not  a gleam 

Now  shines ; yet  pictures  from  his  brush  did  soothe  some  heart, 

Amid  the  rush  of  daily  strife,  did  save  a life, 

To  beauty,  truth,  self-sacrifice ; 

He  lost  the  dream ; but  gained  the  prize. 

The  poet  dreamed ; he  longed  to  write  soul-stirring  songs, 

To  guide  the  charge  in  earth’s  long  fight  against  earth’s  wrongs : 
Such  never  came,  but  nobler  songs  of  brighter  fame 
He  sang ; and  oft  sweet  simple  lays,  gushed  from  his  heart, 

On  dreary  days,  the  sad  to  cheer,  the  strong  inspire, 

He  banished  fear,  on  well-tuned  lyre, 

He  urged  the  soul  to  high  desire. 

A prophet  dreamed : born  from  above,  yet  every  man, 

To  win  the  world  by  force  of  love  he  formed  the  plan, 

He  then  began  the  truth  to  preach,  ordained  to  reach 
Beyond  the  sea, — a dreamer,  he, — yet,  by  Love’s  might, 

The  whole  world’s  Light,  in  mercy  given  to  point  to  Heaven, 
The  God-like  dreamer  cannot  fail ; 

To  Christ  one  cry, — “All  hail ! all  hail !” 
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SLUMBER  SONG. 


JULIA  E.  SPENCER. 

THE  wonderful  road  to  slumber-land, 

Only  the'baby  knows; 

It  begins  when  the  twilight  steals  over  the  day, 
Just  after  the  sunset  glows. 


The  road  lies  straight  through  the  arms  of  love, 
That  caress  and  cuddle  you  so ; 

While  the  drowsy  eyelids  sleepily  close, 

To  the  song  of  the  bye-low-low. 


Then  “Rock-a-bye  Baby”  floats  out  on  the  air, 
And  the  land  of  Nod  comes  in  sight ; 

Still  on  and  on  to  Slumberland, 

While  the  wee  stars  peep  out  so  bright. 


Then  bve-low-low,  sing  bye-low-low, 

And  the  baby  is  fast  asleep ; 

May  angels  guard  you,  my  precious  one, 
And  watch  above  you  keep. 
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CHRISTMIAS. 


MRS.  TERESA  H.  KING. 


H,  let  us  sing  our  happy  lay, 
On  this  lovely  Christmas  day, 
Hail  with  joy  this  blessed  morn, 
When  the  Son  of  Man  was  born. 


Oh!  let  us  come  and  journey  afar, 

And  read  that  bright  and  wondrous  star, 
That  star  that  shed  its  purest  ray, 
Around  the  stable  where  the  Infant  lay. 


Sweet  Infant  Jesus  lowly  laid, 
Angels  hover  ’round  thy  bed, 
Playing  on  the  Heavenly  lyre, 
As  the  wise  men  did  admire. 


Sound  oh  ! sound  thy  matchless  strain, 
Touch  thy  harp  on  Judea’s  plain, 
Sweetest  song  since  time  began, 

“Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  man !” 
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THE  ANCIENT  LEGEND. 


CHAS.  W.  CARTWRIGHT. 


HE  world  hangs  girdled  below  God’s  Throne, 
And  has  to  us  its  beauty  shown, 

Beauty  which  decorates  man’s  solitary  tomb, 
Where  once  he  was  consigned  amidst  the  gloom. 


But  man  has  a far  brighter  clime, 

When  done  with  the  transient  cares  of  time, 

And  when  he  lays  this  armor  down, 

Will  pass  blissfully  to  receive  an  eternal  crown. 

We  all  are  competitors  for  that  crown, 

Of  unperishable  renown ; 

In  different  ways  we  seek  to  gain, 

And  with  the  King  Eternal  reign. 

i 

There  is  a legend  very  old 
Which  does  a blessed  truth  unfold, 

Of  Jupiter  in  garments  fair, 

Offering  a crown  for  a worthy  to  wear. 

Before  him  stood  the  poet  and  the  warrior  bold, 

The  orator  and  the  rich  man  with  his  gold, 

The  musician  and  the  herding  peasant, 

All  claiming  to  be  worthy  of  the  immortal  present. 

Each  told  a very  thrilling  story, 

And  claimed  that  he  had  never  played  the  tory : 

But  a man  stood  far  back  in  the  rear, 

Said  Jupiter,  “From  you  let  us  hear.” 

“Of  your  petitioners  I am  the  teacher, 

Of  truth  and  right  I am  the  preacher.” 

“Crown  him,”  said  God,  “For  he  shall  live, — 

The  crown  of  life  to  him  I’ll  give.” 

’Tis  not  the  wise,  the  rich,  the  great, 

Who  are  always  victors  over  fate ; 

But  ’tis  the  meek  and  lowly, 

That  bow  with  reverence  to  the  High  and  Holy. 
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AUTUMN. 


LOIS  M.  CROWELL. 


HERE  is  something*  saddling  in  the  autumn  woods, 
Where  happy  rivers  flow ; 

Where  sweetest  flowers  have  lost  their  charm, 
Where  fallen  leaves  lie  low. 


There  is  something  saddling  in  the  autumn  breeze, 
While  the  rippling  streams  are  flowing ; 

As  it  casts  its  echo  through  the  trees 
And  tells  us  the  summer’s  going. 

There  is  something  saddling  in  the  songster’s  lay, 
When  silent  rocks  ’mid  shaggy  mound, 

Beneath  the  skies  of  blue  and  gray, 

Lie  cold  upon  the'  tangled  ground. 


Why  does  the  summer  pass  away, 
Which  we  all  love  so  well  ? 

Why  do  the  cold  winds  blow  today, 
Ah ! Poet,  can  you  tell  ? 
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SUNSET. 


MRS.  W.  P.  FENLASON. 


HE  dark  clouds  hovered  in  the  west, 
It  was  a dismal  sight ; 

But  soon  they  parted  right  and  left, — 
The  space  was  ambient  light. 


Again  I looked,  and  golden  beams, 
Tinged  every  open  space, 

And  threw  afar  its  spangled  gleams 
Through  every  darkened  place. 


The  golden  billows  seemed  to  roll 

Athwart  the  western  skv, 

^ * 

Bathing  the  streets  of  the  City  of  Gold, 
The  home  of  the  good  that  die. 


I sat  and  watched  each  changing  cloud, 
And  glory  filled  my  soul, 

To  think  that  He  that  made  it  all, 

Had  loved  and  made  me  whole. 


No  matter  if  the  clouds  are  dark, 

And  hide  the  sun’s  bright  rays, 

“At  evening  time,  it  shall  be  light, — 
To  God  be  all  the  praise. 


And  when  my  sunset  comes  at  last, 
May  I all  ready  be. 

To  go  where  day  doth  ever  last, 
And  dwell,  O Christ,  with  Thee. 
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SHADOWS. 


MILTON  HEATHCOTE. 


VENING  shadows  ’round  us  falling, 
Come,  O,  come ; 

Unheard  voices  on  us  calling, 

Come,  O,  come ; 

Hear  the  voice  of  God  today, 

Do  not  fritter  life  away, 

For  ’tis  now  the  time  to  pray, 

Come,  O,  come. 


Hark ! the  deep-toned  bell  is  calling, 
Come,  O,  come ; 

Dewy  eve  is  round  us  falling, 

Come,  O,  come ; 

Darkness  now  is  hastening  on, 

Soon  the  daylight  will  be  done, 
Soon  our  earthly  race  is  run, 

Come,  O,  come. 


Hark ! the  voice  of  God  is  calling, 
Come,  O,  come ; 

Deathlike  shadows  ’round  us  falling, 
Come,  O,  come ; 

There’s  a hope  beyond  the  skies, 

Let  our  souls  toward  it  rise, 

As  we  close  our  weary  eyes, 

Come,  O,  come. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


133 


“CAN  WE  NOT  BRING  ONE  TO  THE  FOLD?” 


EDITH  C.  BURKE. 


SINNER,  are  you  not  ready, 
To  fish  in  the  Sea  of  Life, 
To  join  with  Jesus  your  leader 
In  this  great  world  of  strife? 


Many  are  standing  there  waiting 
On  that  shore  so  lone  and  cold ; 

Like  wandering  sheep  they  are  straying 
To  be  brought  into  life's  fold. 


O,  sinner,  are  you  not  ready 
To  join  with  me  in  this  strife, 

To  bring  in  the  poor  and  needy 
To  the  better  way  of  life? 

t 

How  can  we  see  them  going  down, 
In  that  sea  so  dark  and  dreary, 
And  we  standing  here  safe  on  landi 
Oh ! cast  your  nets  for  the  weary. 


For  Jesus  the  Savior  will  help  you 
As  He  helped  His  children  of  old ; 
Oh  ! why  are  we  all  so  weary  ? 

Can  we  not  bring  one  to  the  fold? 
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MY  CHILDHOOD’S  HOME. 


MARION  MURPHY. 


DREAMED  of  home  last  night, 

Where  I lived  when  a little  boy, 

Where  the  sun  above  shone  ever  bright 
And  the  days  full  of  sweetest  joy; 
Where  I planted  seeds  of  fragrant  flowers, 
And  watched  for  their  shoots  to  come. 
Beneath  the  cool  and  shady  bowers 
That  blessed  my  dear  old  home. 


CHORUS. 

Good-bye,  old  home,  good-bye, 
From  you  my  steps  must  roam; 
But  my  heart  turns  back  to  you, 
For  there  is  no  place  like  home. 


I dreamed  of  home  last  night, 

The  dear  old  home  of  my  youth, 

And  mother  who  ever  taught  me  aright, 
In  the  ways  of  love  and  truth : 

Ah ! dear  old  home  with  mother  true, 
From  you  my  steps  must  roam, 

Yet  my  thoughts  ever  go  back  to  you, 
My  dear  old  childhood’s  home. 
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COME  BACK  TO  ME,  MY  OLD-TIME  FRIENDS. 


REV.  WALTER  SKELLETT. 


EFORE  kind  fortune  came  and  smiled,  why  I of  course  was 
poor; 

Of  course  it  was  the  lowly  class  that  gathered  'round  my  door. 
But  since  kind  fortune  came  and  smiled  on  me,  they  kept  aloof, 
They  stay  away  and  say,  "He’s  proud,”  nor  wait  for  any  proof. 


CHORUS. 

Come  back  to  me,  my  old-time  friends,  come  back  to  me,  I say ! 
I’ll  ne’er  forget  my  old-time  friend,  though  fortune  came  my  way. 


I once  your  friendship  did  enjoy — I shared  your  toys  and  bread, 
“There’s  no  such  friends  in  higher  ranks,”  how  very  oft  I’ve  said ; 
They  share  with  me  to  share  of  mine,  but  when  I’d  naught  to  give, 
You  said  to  me,  “Sit  up  and  dine !”  not  thinking  to  receive. 


Don’t  blame  me  ’cause  kind  fortune  smiled,  and  should  she  smile 
on  you, 

Would  you  make  up  an  awful  face  till  she  her  smile  withdrew? 

I believe  you’d  say,  “Smile  on,  smile  on,”  nor  cast  the  slightest 
frown, 

Then  since  she  came  and  smiled  on  me,  why  do  you  tread  me  down  ? 


136 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


I’LL  LOVE  THEE  WHERE’ER  YOU  MAY  BE. 


MRS.  J.  A.  WILSON. 


OOD-BYE,  darling,  you’re  going  away, 
And  now  remember  what  I say, 

Darling,  I'll  always  love  thee, 

No  matter  where’er  you  may  be. 


While  many  lovers  around  you  cling, 

And  Cupid  darts  at  you  may  fling, 
Remember,  darling,  I’ll  always  love  thee, 
No  matter  where’er  you  may  be. 


Though  your  beauty  may  from  you  flee, 
And  sadness  instead  of  mirth  and  glee, 
Remember,  darling,  I’ll  always  love  thee, 
No  matter  where’er  you  may  be. 


Though  you’ve  turned  so  coldly  from  me, 
To  seek  the  scenes  that  others  see, 

Still,  darling.  I’ll  forgive  thee, 

And  love  thee,  where’er  you  may  be. 


Good-bye,  darling,  good-bye,  good-bye, 
You’re  going  far  away  over  the  sea; 
But,  darling,  I’ll  ne’er  forget  thee, 

And  love  thee,  where’er  you  may  be. 
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BEYOND  THE  BRIGHT  STARS. 


MARIE  THURAU. 

EYOND  the  bright  stars  is  a haven  of  rest, 

And  0I1 ! shall  I enter  that  harbor  so  blest, 

When  life  casts  its  mooring,  and  outward  I glide, 
To  eternity's  shore  and  to  death's  other  side? 


Beyond  the  bright  stars  gleams  a vision  of  day, 
And  a pearly-laid  mansion  just  over  the  way, 

A diadem  royal,  resplendent  I see, 

That  my  Savior  in  glory  is  preparing  for  me. 


Beyond  the  bright  stars,  O there  I shall  know, 

Why  the  sorrows  of  life  oft  troubled  me  so  ; 

Why  the  burden  grew  heavy  and  hope  almost  gone, 
When  the  silvered  rays  pale  in  the  sun’s  golden  dawn. 


Beyond  the  bright  stars  are  no  meanings  of  pain, 

For  the  cross  and  the  thorns  bore  the  crimson  stain, 
Beyond  the  deep  shadows  when  earth  fades  away, 

I shall  find  rest  with  Jesus,  where  stars  break  today. 
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JUST  AWAY. 


REV.  MORTIN  W.  SPENCER. 


E cannot  say  that  he  is  dead, 
He  is  just  away, 

We  cannot  say  his  love  is  less, 
He  returns  home  some  day. 


CHORUS. 

He  is  only  gone  on  a flying  trip. 

And  into  the  fountain  of  love  to  dip, 
And  then  at  the  royal  banquet  to  sip, 
And  see  his  father’s  home. 


While  the  sweet  smile  was  on  his  face, 
With  eyes  upward  cast, 

With  a wave  of  his  gentle  hand, 

He  lovingly  passed. 


His  ardent  spirit  did  not  cling, 
Unto  this  life  here, 

He  waited  for  the  Master’s  word, 
Oh ! never  you  fear ! 


And  we  know  he  has  gone  awhile, 
A little  away, 

And  we  think  of  his  safe  return, 
On  some  other  day. 
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SWEETHEART  LOUISE. 


MISS  HANNAH  STROMSTHEN. 


! THERE  is  a face  that  smiles  so  bright, 

With  a gleam  of  Heaven  in  her  deep  blue  eyes ; 
Her  voice  is  like  birds'  sweet  song  in  spring, 
That  is  often  heard  in  the  village  green. 
Where  the  little  violets  grow, 

Where  the  little  violets  grow. 


CHORUS. 

Sweetheart  Louise  is  met  in  the  ballroom, 
She  was  the  queen  of  fairies  there ; 
Fondly  we  looked  into  each  other's  eyes, 
With  smiles  that  knew  not  despair. 

I danced  with  sweetheart  so  tiny, 

And  I pressed  her  to  my  breast, 

When  the  stars  are  brightly  shining, 

I could  not  feel  more  blest. 


Oh  ! when  I think  of  the  golden  time, 

When  I was  yours  and  you  were  mine, 

When  the  stars  are  shining  in  the  silent  night, 
There  is  one  that’s  praying  in  the  gleaming  light, 
O bring  back  my  sweetheart  Louise, 

O bring  back  my  sweetheart  Louise. 
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•THE  SOUL  REDEEMED. 


WM.  BATTERSHILL. 
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SHINE  in  the  light  of  God, 
His  likeness  stamps  my  brow, 


Thro'  the  shadow  of  death  my  feet  have  trod, 
And  I dwell  in  glory  now. 

No  breaking  heart  is  here, 

No  keen  and  thrilling  pain, 

No  wasted  cheek  where  the  frequent  tears, 
Hath  rolled  and  left  their  stain. 

I have  learned  that  song  they  sang 
Whom  J esus  hath  set  free ; 

And  the  glorious  walls  of  Heaven  now  ring, 
With  my  new-born  melody. 


Then  why  should  your  tears  run  down, 

And  your  heart  be  sorely  riven, 

When  a gem  is  placed  in  the  Saviour's  crown. 
And  another  soul  in  Heaven  ? 

No  sin,  no  grief,  no  pain ! 

Safe  is  my  happy  home ! 

My  fears  all  fled,  my  doubts  all  slain, 

My  hour  of  triumph  come. 

Ah ! friend  of  mortal  years, 

The  trusted  and  the  true, 

Ye  are  walking  still  in  the  valley  of  tears, 

But  I wait  to  welcome  you. 

Do  you  mourn  when  another  star, 

Shines  out  from  the  glittering  sky? 

Do  you  weep  when  the  raging  voice  of  war, 

And  the  storms  of  conflict  die? 


CHORUS. 
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WARNING  TO  GIRLS  OF  SEVENTEEN. 


MRS.  SADIE  PEIRPONT. 


ONCE  was  single  and  happy  and  gay, 

But  married  one  I thought  would  be  true, 

But  jealousy  was  in  his  heart  so  deep 

That  caused  pleasure  and  happiness  to  vanish  away. 


Just  twenty  long  years  on  life’s  desolate  sand, 
I worked  and  toiled  through  sorrow  and  pain, 
And  hoped  that  life  might  be  happy  again, 

As  when  I was  free  from  jealousy’s  hand. 


I raised  four  children  by  the  help  of  God, 
Of  whom  all  are  living  above  the  sod, 

I say  to  myself,  “In  the  City  above 
I will  find  my  lost  jewels  once  more.” 


Left  alone  in  this  dark  world  of  gloom, 

With  my  children  and  no  money  nor  home, 
God  bears  our  troubles  and  cares  for  us, 

His  goodness  and  mercy  hasn’t  left  us  alone. 


Earth  with  its  fragrance  and  beauty  and  bloom, 
Was  no  comfort  nor  pleasure  to  me  then, 

Years  have  gone  by,  and  time  has  flown, 

My  worst  troubles  have  come  to  an  end. 


Please  remember  the  warning  I’ve  given, 

Do  take  warning  before  you  come  to  want, 
You  shall  know  from  whom  it  is  given, 

This  very  true  message  is  from  Sadie  Peirpont. 
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THE  POSTALCAMANIA. 


MINNA  KILLAM  MOODY. 


HE  looks  and  watches  for  the  postman  to  come, 
And  runs  to  meet  him  at  the  door ; 

To  only  see  if  it  can  really  be, 

He  has  for  her,  one  card  more. 


She  has  almost  reached  the  two  hundred  mark, 
With  cards  from  East,  North,  South  and  West, 
And  many  a view,  and  comic  card  too, — 

She  must  get  one  more  than  all  the  rest. 

Views  of  Niagara  and  Yellowstone  Park, 

Views  from  home,  and  views  from  abroad, 

From  sweethearts  galore  and  still  more  and  more, 
Come  from  her  dear  old  chum  Miaud. 


Before  starting  away  on  her  summer  tour, 

She  bought  a camera,  “For  it  won’t  be  hard,” 
She  said,  “To  make  queer  mixtures,  to  finish  pictures 
To  print  on  a postal  card.” 

Her  mother  said  it  was  only  foolishness, 

Such  taste  is  really  too  bad. 

But  in  high  glee,  was  her  little  sister  of  three, 

For  she  too,  had  the  fad. 

The  postman  scowls  as  he  tramps  along, 

For  he  thinks  it  mighty  hard, 

To  have  to  walk,  about  a quarter  of  a block 
To  bring  an  old  postal  card. 

He  does  not  guess  how  much  that  can  mean, 

A card  from  her  long-lost  brother, 

Long  did  he  roam,  far,  far  from  home, 

Sisters,  friends  and  mother. 

So  it  is,  as  we  travel  along  life’s  path. 

The  little  duties  that  we  do  each  day, 

Are  blessings  in  disguise  to  help  others  to  rise, 

Or  stumbling  blocks  in  their  way. 
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GETHSEMANE. 


REV.  EDWARD  BARBER. 


EEP  and  dark  the  shades  of  night  o’erhang  Gethsemane ; 

No  cheerful  star  illumines  the  Syrian  sky ; 

But  deeper,  darker  still  is  the  starless,  cheerless  woe 
Which  clouds  the  Savior's  heart,  as  death  draws  nigh. 

The  traitor's  kiss,  the  crown  of  thorns,  all  Golgotha’s  gloom, 
Cause  even  the  Prince  of  Peace  to  sigh  and  groan : 

His  disciples  all  asleep,  exiled  from  sympathy, 

The  Nazarene,  in  anguish,  prays  alone: 

“Oh,  Father,  if  possible,  let  this  cup  pass  from  me !” 

Thus  Jesus  humbly  pleads  with  human  tears; 

But  the  Christ  of  God  inspires  the  Man  of  Galilee ; 

Sustains  the  shrinking  flesh,  dispels  all  fears : 

And,  in  obedience,  firmly  adds  the  Incarnate  Son. 

“Nevertheless,  O Lord,  not  my  will,  but  Thine  be  done !" 

Low  and  large  the  clouds  of  doubt  that  veil  my  lonely  heart ! 

No  ray  of  hope  to  cheer  my  struggling  soul! 

But  lower,  larger  yet  hang  the  mists  of  treachery, 

Which  from  my  dreary  life  seem  loathe  to  roll. 

The  Judas  friends,  the  mocking  mob,  and  the  woeful  weight 
Of  malice  and  of  envy  which  I bear, 

All  unite  to  make  for  me  a soul’s  Gethsemane ; 

Conspire  to  form  a Calvary  of  despair. 

“Oh,  Lord,  if  possible,  save  me  from  this  daily  cross !" 

Thus  oft  and  fervently  my  lips  would  say : 

But  Jesus,  Redeemer,  Hero  of  Gethsemane, 

Thou  King  of  Kings,  teach  me  in  faith  to  pray 
That  I the  path  of  right  may  never  shun, — 

Not  my  will,  Holy  Father,  but  Thine,  but  Thine  be  done !” 


1 
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MOTHER’S  GONE. 


THOS.  W.  HIGHLING. 


SIT  and  think  of  one  that’s  gone, 

That  was  so  dear  to  me, 

And  often  times  I look  around, 

A vacant  chair  to  see. 

Those  footsteps  that  were  so  often  heard, 
Are  ceased  for  evermore, 

M]y  mother  gone,  what  would  I not  give 
To  see  her  face  once  more? 


I often  times  wish  I could  see  her  again, 
As  in  those  bygone  days, 

When  around  the  old  farm  we  wandered, 
Through  the  fields  of  hay, 

My  mother  was  a friend  most  true, 

A love  that  lasts  so  long, 

The  home  is  naught  without  her  now, 

At  last  dear  mother’s  gone. 
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THE  SWEETEST  SONG. 


EDWARD  P.  SHELDON. 


HE  song,  the  sweetest  ever  sung, 
From  every  heart  I hear  reply, 
In  every  land,  in  every  tongue, 

Is  Mother’s  mellow  lullaby. 


Its  soothing  strains  I oft  can  hear, 

When  childhood's  fond  mirage  is  nigh  ; 
Its  tones  grow  sweeter  every  year, 

The  ne’er-forgotten  bye-o-bye. 


There  is  no  melody  so  sweet ! 

No  song  with  such  a soothing  flow ! 

It  is  a song  of  love  complete, 

The  purest  love  the  heart  doth  know. 


No  matter  what  the  words  or  tune ! 

It  is  the  mother’s  heart  that  sings ; 

And  love  alone  gives  rhyme  and  rune, 

Which  thrills  the  lyre  of  our  heart  strings. 


The  guardian  angels  ’round  her  throng, 
And  all  their  lyres  silent  lie ; 

For  well  they  know  the  sweetest  song 
Is  Mother’s  tender  lullabv. 


That  song  within  my  heart  now  dwells. 
Sweet  fragrance  of  the  days  gone  by ; 
The  sweetest  chime  of  Memorv’s  bells 
Is  Mother’s  mellow  lullabv. 
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SPRINGTIME. 


MRS.  GERTRUDE  LLOYD. 


HEN  the  Springtime  comes  with  gladness. 
Our  hearts  are  filled  with  delight. 


Then  we  think  of  the  summer 
Of  the  beautiful  summer  night. 
How  the  moon  hangs  in  splendor, 
As  she  sheds  her  beams  so  fair 
On  a world  so  full  of  beauty 
Beauty  everywhere. 

How  the  birds  sing  with  rapture 
As  they  thrill  each  silver  note ! 
How  the  wind  is  whispering  softly, 
On  the  evening  air  it  floats. 


Fifty  years  ago  love 

We  are  drifting  with  the  tide, 

You  and  I,  dear  wife, 

Will  soon  reach  the  other  side. 

Let  me  tell  you  dear, 

Our  life  will  soon  be  o’er. 

We  will  celebrate  our  diamond  wedding 
On  the  Other  Shore. 
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TIS  AN  AXIOM. 


ANNA  T.  LIGHT. 


IS  an  axiom  tested  and  true, 

If  you  draw  nigh  to  God,  He  will  draw  nigh  to  you  ; 
Tho’  cast  in  the  depths  of  life's  troubled  Sea, 

With  the  wild  waves  lashing  you  o’er, 

Just  look  unto  Him  believing, 

And  he  will  guide  you  to  the  shore. 


Tho’  friends  be  frail  and  courage  fail, 

Just  do  God’s  will,  and  you’ll  prevail, 

Tho’  health  and  wealth  take  wings  and  fly, 
No  harm  will  come,  if  vou  still 
In  your  heart  will  “ABBA  FATHER"  cry, 
And  keep  on  doing  His  will. 


Tho'  trials  perplex  and  comrades  vex, 
Don’t  let  them  overturn  you. 

There’s  room  for  all  in  our  Father’s  hall, 
And  Grace  sufficient  too. 

If  thou  wilt  partake  and  not  forsake 
His  table  is  bountifully  spread. 

He’s  the  God  of  the  Living 
As  well  as  the  God  of  the  Dead. 
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SWEET  CUBA. 


EDDIE  J.  BAYLY. 


AM  dreaming  of  Cuba, 

The  beautiful  Isle  of  the  Sea, 

Whose  depths  of  ocean  and  mountains  present 
A beautiful  sight  to  me. 

It  was  there  that  the  sons  of  Cuba 
Died  a martyr’s  death  to  free, 

Their  beloved  country  from  tyranny’s  reign, 
And  suffered  most  cruelly. 


CHORUS. 


Cuba,  sweet  Cuba, 

It  is  of  thee  I sing. 

Long  may  you  live  and  the  blessings  enjoy 
That  time  will  surely  bring ! 


I am  dreaming  of  Cuba, 

The  beautiful  Isle  of  the  Sea, 

The  essence  of  perfume  that  filled  the  air 
Was  a rich  rare  treat  to  me. 

I have  sailed  by  its  sand-girdled  shores, 
And  sat  ’neath  its  vineclad  trees ; 

Its  palms  and  ferns  and  turtles  and  crabs 
Would  form  quite  a novelty. 
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EVEN  THE  MOON  HIDES  UNDER  THE  CLOUDS. 


ANNIE  RUPERTS  MAHER. 


HAT  fun  there’s  for  a fellow 
Upon  a cloudy  night, 

With  the  old  moon  peek-a-booing 
And  laughing  at  the  sight, — 

Of  a lover  and  his  lassie 
A courting  on  the  green, 

He,  striving  hard  a kiss  to  gain, 

She,  afraid  of  being  seen. 

The  sly  moon  winked  and  nodded, 

And  I’m  sure  he  must  have  known, 

For  before  that  fellow  got  that  kiss, 

Behind  the  clouds  he’d  flown. 

“Stop,  George!”  (scream)  “Don’t  George!”  (slap) 
But  that  fellow,  he  laughed  aloud, 

Saying:  “Why  should  you  fear,  no  one  is  near, 
Even  the  moon  hides  under  the  clouds.” 

Then  the  moon  shone  out  with  splendor, 

But  its  • face  was  cold,  serene ; 

From  the  calmness  of  its  features 
None  could  guess  that  he  had  seen ; 

When  that  chap  again  went  begging 
Although  ’twas  tpuch  too  soon, 

There  seemed  to  be  a mutual  understanding 
Between  that  fellow  and  the  moon ; 

For  it  bowled  across  the  heavens, 

Who’d  think  the  moon  could  travel  so? 

Then  quick  as  a wink,  he’d  nod  and  blink, 

And  behind  the  clouds  he’d  go. 

“Stop,  George!”  (biff)  “Don’t  George!”  (yell) 
But  that  fellow,  he  laughed  aloud, 

Saying:  “Why  should  you  fear,  no  one  is  near, 
Even  the  moon  hides  behind  the  clouds.” 
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WHILE  MANY  ARE  TALKING  OF  IDAHO. 


JOHN  BOND. 


H!  Fremont  Peaks  you  do  all  know, 
Huguenots  named  them  many  years  ago, 
Facing  the  red  men's  arrows  and  bow, 
While  many  are  talking  of  Idaho. 


The  Gem  of  the  Mountains,  beautiful  snow 
From  which  crystal  streams  do  ever  flow, 
Flowing  through  valleys  down  below 
While  many  are  talking  of  Idaho. 


In  the  National  Park  geysers  do  flow, 

Falling  o'er  cataracts  far  below, 

Where  green  foliage  does  nicely  grow, 

While  many  are  talking  of  Idaho. 

So  conserve  the  water  where  tall  pines  grow, 
In  the  mountain  vales  where  cool  breezes  blow, 
Flowing  o'er  falls  to  the  feeder’s  below, 

While  many  are  talking  of  Idaho. 

Roll  on,  Snake  River,  forever  do  flow 
O'er  the  Shoshone  Falls  to  the  ocean  below, 
'Neath  the  beautiful  rays  of  sunset  glow, 

While  many  are  talking  of  Idaho. 

O,  farmer ! you  do  now  have  a show 
The  waters  in  canals  o'er  arid  lands  flow, 
Where  diversified  products  do  nicely  grow, 
While  many  are  talking  of  Idaho. 

I11  the  Isthmian  Canal  steamships  are  to  go, 
Sailing  o'er  waves  on  the  Gulf  of  Mexico, 
'Neath  the  starry  flag  commerce  will  flow, 
While  many  are  talking  of  Idaho. 


STRIKE  FOR  THE  RIGHT. 


ALICE  WOOD  KIRKPATRICK. 

TRIKE  for  the  right,  though  wrong  may  assail  you 
With  earth’s  fairest  gifts,  if  you  list  but  her  voice ; 
Strike  for  the  right,  though  successes  may  fail  you ; 
Either  peace  or  despair  will  follow  your  choice. 


Strike  for  the  right,  sin’s  siren  will  woo  you, 

And  with  soft  honeyed  words  gloss  over  the  wrong ; 

Strike  for  the  right  for  conscience  will  sue  you 
For  each  foolish  step,  be  you  ever  so  young. 

Strike  for  the  right,  earth’s  pomp  and  its  splendor 
When  bought  with  deception  soon  changes  to  gall ; 

While  the  seared  blackened  heart  seeks  in  vain  a defender, 
And  languishing,  pines  in  the  midst  of  it  all. 

Strike  for  the  right,  for  this  life  is  as  fleeting 

As  the  bubbles  that  dance  on  the  crest  of  the  wave ; 

The  rich  and  the  poor  its  journey  completing, 

The  proud  and  the  humble  can  claim  but  a grave 
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THE  GOLDEN  GATE. 


LYNN  N.  MEAD. 


S I sit  by  my  dying  camp-fire 
Watching  its  slow  fading  gleam, 
Sad  thoughts  of  my  careless  boyhood 
Come  over  me  like  a dream ; 

Pm  thinking  of  home  and  of  mother 


And  her  last  fonds  words  to  me, 
Whispered  softly  in  my  ear 
Ere  she  crossed  the  silent  sea. 


Oh ! my  boy,  will  you  meet  me 
At  Heaven’s  Gate  of  Gold? 

Yes,  mother,  I will  meet  you 
In  that  Eden  blest  of  old. 

She  whispered  those  words  o’er  and  o’er, 
“Meet  me  there,  darling,  do ; 

At  the  Golden  Gate  of  Heaven,  boy 
Your  mother  will  be  waiting  for  you.” 
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LET  YOUR  LIGHT  SO  SHINE. 
Matthew  5-16. 


ALICE  MAY  RICKY. 


E must  let  our  light  shine 
To  win  souls  for  our  hire ; 
Read  Precious  Truths  Divine 
That  will  our  minds  inspire.* 


Live  nearer  day  by  day, 

To  get  our  Blessings  now ; 
Yes,  ever  watch  and  pray, 
In  meek  submission  bow. 


So  when  tempted  and  tried, 
We  too  can  truly  say, 

That  Jesus  was  our  Guide, 
Has  led  us  all  the  way. 


Be  clean  and  pure  within, 
Clothed  in  robes  of  righteousness, 
Free  from  all  taint  of  sin, 

Then  God  will  truly  bless. 


Then  let  us  do  our  best ; 

His  arm  will  around  us  twine, 
There  awaits  for  us  a rest 
If  we  let  our  light  shine. 

Amen. 
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MEMORY. 

I 


FLORENCE  N.  MURRAY  SMITH. 


AIR  home  of  my  childhood  in  dear  old  Wayne, 
My  thoughts  often  wander  to  you  again ; 

And  often  there  in  fancy  back  I stray, 

And  under  your  broad  spreading  trees  I play 
With  my  sisters  and  brothers  as  in  days  of  yore. 
While  mother  sits  with  her  work  at  the  door. 


And  father  smiles  his  children  to  see, 

As  we  play  on  the  green-sward,  joyous  and  free. 
The  early  morning  sun,  as  up  from  the  east  he  crept, 
Smiled  in  at  the  window  where  we  children  slept. 
The  meadows,  the  old  tree  away  to  the  west, 

In  whose  shade  the  cattle  were  wont  to  rest. 


The  hill  to  the  eastward,  the  brook  at  its  feet, 

On  whose  banks  grew  the  wild-flowers  bright  and  sweet ; 
The  old-fashioned  well  with  its  cool  waters  clear, 

Why,  e’en  the  old  bucket  to  me  was  dear ! 

The  orchard,  the  old  red  gate,  the  flowers  by  the  door, 
Oh  ! I seem  to  see  them  all  as  in  days  of  yore. 


When  as  a child  in  your  green  lanes  I played, 

And  through  your  bright  meadows  I lovingly  strayed, 
Every  flower,  every  nook,  was  dear  to  my  heart ; 

They  formed  of  my  very  life  a part. 

No  matter  how  many  glad  days  we  recall, 

The  days  of  my  childhood  are  brightest  of  all. 


Yes,  they  are  the  dearest  and  of  all  the  most  fair, 

The  days  when  we  Knew  neither  sorrow  or  care. 

No  matter  what  happens,  nor  where  we  may  roam, 
We  still  must  remember  our  old  childhood’s  home. 

My  love  for  that  early  home,  who  can  tell ! 

Sweet  home  of  my  childhood,  All  Hail  and  Fare-Well! 
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✓ 

MY  DARLING  IS  ON  THE  DEEP  BLUE  SEA. 


EDWARD  M.  DAVIS. 


Y darling's  on  the  deep  blue  sea, 

He  has  gone  across  the  Alain ; 

And  many  lonesome  hours  Ell  see 

Until  he  comes  back  again. 

Then  blow,  gentle  winds,  o’er  the  deep  blue  sea, 

Bv  our  own  Dear  Master’s  hand, 

* ' 

And  bring  my  darling  back  to  me 
To  his  own  dear  native  land. 


Blow,  fair  winds,  o’er  the  salt  sea  wave, 
A sweet  and  pleasant  gale. 

Blow  us  the  secrets  of  ocean  cave, 

And  swell  the  great  main-sail. 

Oh!  blow,  kind  winds  o’er  the  ocean, 
Blow  kind  winds  o’er  the  sea. 

Swell  the  main-sail,  and  bring  my  boy, 
M/y  darling  back  to  me. 
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DEPARTURE  AND  ARRIVAL. 


HETWIG  HOLZ HAUSER. 


N a dark  and  stormy  night, 

He  was  sent  away  from  home, 

By  a cruel  and  jealous  stepmother, 
The  great  unknown  world  to  roam. 
He  tossed  and  swayed  in  the  lifeboat, 
Striving  ever  to  be  brave, 

Thinking  always  of  his  angel  mother, 
Long  laid  away  in  the  grave. 


His  life  was  one  of  hardships, 

Bitter  grief  and  pain  and  strife. 

For  comfort  he  looked  to  the  One  Above, 

Who  e’er  soothes  the  sorrows  of  life. 

He  grew  to  be  a man, 

Fame  and  fortune  knocked  at  his  door, 

After  thirty  years  he  turned  his  footsteps  home, 
His  old  father  to  see  once  more. 


He  found  him  on  his  death-bed, 

His  stepmother  by  his  side, 

His  tears  came  down  in  torrents, 

As  his  father  turned  his  head  and  died. 
His  father  had  never  known, 

Why  so  suddenly  he  had  left  him, 
And  hearing  never  a word  then  tho’t 
That  his  son’s  love  had  grown  dim. 

Dead,  and  not  forgiven, — 

Oh ! what  a sad,  sad  fate ! 

But  we  hope  when  they  meet  in  Heaven, 
Son  and  father  face  to  face. 

That  clouds  of  doubt  will  be  dispelled, 

By  the  light  of  truth  be  riven, 

The  son  be  clasped  in  his  father’s  arms, 
And  at  once  will  be  forgiven. 
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ODE  TO  PATIENCE. 


GILL  IS  LA  MOTTE. 


ATIENCE,  thou  loving  attribute, 

Of  all  that's  good  and  grand, 

Thou  seest  all  the  destitute, 

And  grant  a helping-hand. 

Mis  thee,  thou  sweet  possession, 

Maketh  all  a peaceful  home, 

By  some  well-timed  confession, 

Keeping  those  who  fain  would  roam 


Patience,  thou  precious  treasure, 
Worth  more  than  shining  gold, 

Thy  value  none  can  measure, 

Thou  cannot  be  bought  nor  sold. 
’Tis  thee,  thou  rarest  jewel, 

Who  calmest  many  a storm, 

By  preventing  fiercest  duel, 

Thou  savest  some  treasured  form. 


Patience,  thou  gentlest  friend, 
Soothing  many  a troubled  soul, 
Each  will  bless  thee  to  the  end, 

As  they  journey  to  their  goal. 

. ’Tis  thee  who  art  most  admired, 

Sought  by  many,  obtained  by  few, 
Howsoever  much  desired, 

Thou  art  a virtue  ever  new. 


Patience,  thou  grandest  factor, 

Of  Love’s  whole  universe, 
Everywhere  a benefactor, 

Thou  ne’er  was  known  to  curse. 
O thou  superhuman  power, 

Guide  us  through  dark  ages, 

To  the  ever-lighted  tower, 

Where  dwelleth  all  the  sages. 

o 
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A HOME  ON  THE  SHORE. 


GAYNEL  GARRE. 


H ! give  me  a home  by  the  shore, 
Where  I can  live  in  hope, 

To  see  my  comrade  once  more, 
Who  is  far  across  the  shore. 

Let  me  see  the  ship  a coming, 
From  the  far,  far  east! 

Let  me  hear  the  divers  swimming, 
And  the  howl  of  beasts ! 


Oh ! give  me  a home  by  the  sea, 
A home  by  the  beautiful  sea, 
Where  the  ship  the  waters  rock, 
And  the  islands  I can  see, 
Where  the  breezes  are  so  cool, 
From  far,  far  away  ; 

And  the  ocean  currents  wave, 

As  I see  them  every  day. 


Oh  ! let  me  see  the  mountains, 

With  their  heavy  coats  of  snow, 

Like  the  waters  of  a fountain 
And  its  scenery  fair  below  ; 

Let  me  see  the  men  ahunting, 

And  the  burrows  there, 

Finding  fox  and  wolves  and  beavers, 
With  their  coats  of  fur. 
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BRING  BACK  MY  SCHOOL  DAYS. 


S.  BARTON  LODGE. 


H ! bring  back  my  school  days, 
To  live  them  over  again, 

And  study  my  old  fifth  reader, 
As  I used  to  in  Old  Michigan. 


At  recess  was  the  ball  game, 

And  to  the  base  we'd  run ; 
Oh ! bring  back  my  school  days. 
And  let  me  see  it  done. 


I remember  the  old  arithmetic, 
Sometimes  it  was  so  tough ; 

And  when  Ed  stand  on  the  floor, 
I thought  it  pretty  rough ; 

In  playing  at  snow-ball 
How  we  made  them  fly ! 

Oh  ! bring  back  my  school  days, 
And  never  pass  them  by. 


I remember  well  the  geography, 

And  the  writing  was  so  fine ; 

I wish  I were  in  the  spelling  class, 
And  standing  in  a line. 

Sometimes  it  was  the  greatest  sport, 
At  noon  skating  on  the  lake, 

Oh  ! bring  back  my  school  days, 
And  the  joy  we  used  to  make. 


! think  I see  the  old  meadow, 

Just  beyond  the  teacher’s  rule, 

And  how  we’d  make  the  woods  ring. 

While  going  to  the  school ! 

The  teachers  were  so  many, 

Just  like  so  many  pearls, 

Oh  ! bring  back  my  school  days, 

To  see  those  boys  and  girls. 
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BUTTERCUP. 


MRS.  MARY  YOUNG. 


ESTLING  so  cozy  near  the  oak  tree  tall, 

O rare  buttercup ! 

Fanned  by  the  russet  leaves  that  fall, 

O beautiful  buttercup ! 

Cooled  by  morning’s  fair  winds  that  sigh, 
At  a glance,  fair  flower,  you  dazzle  the  eye. 


As  bright  drops  of  dew  deck  thy  laughing  brow, 
O rare  buttercup, 

To  and  fro,  sturdy  floweret,  bendest  thou, 

O beautiful  buttercup. 

Naught  for  thy  beauty  would  despair; 

Leaflets  welcome  thee  everywhere. 

In  silence  you  seem  to  whisper  to  me, 

O rare  buttercup, 

Of  a Haven  of  Rest  and  Glorv  to  be, 

O beautiful  buttercup, 

And  a united  Kingdom  above, 

Where  all  is  peace  and  rest  and  love. 
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CONTENT. 


JEFFIE  C.  LLOYD. 

THOU  spirit  of  Content, 

Once  with  me  time  thou  hast  spent, 
Why  hast  thou  forsaken  me 
When  I love  thee  tenderly  ? 

Thou  boldest  all  that's  dear  in  life, 
Unblemished  by  this  world  of  strife; 
And  why  dost  thou  so  seldom  come, 
Back  to  the  heart  that  was  thy  home  ? 


Oft  at  evening’s  misty  gloom, 

When  silence  reigns  about  my  room, 
Sighs  of  my  heart  would  reproach  thee 
If  thou  wert  not  so  far  from  me; 

For  thou  hast  left  me  a heart  of  grief, — 
Hast  left  me  alone  to  find  relief. 

Left  me  when  I was  most  in  need, 

And  with  thy  wings  made  fast  thy  speed. 


But  alas ! thy  lesson  I have  learned, 

Since  for  thee  so  long  I’ve  yearned, 

All  these  years  my  thoughts  were  vain, 

When  I thought  thou  wouldst  live  with  pain ; 
Or  even  let  thy  bright  smile  shine, 

Where  grief  and  woe  the  heart  confine ; 

Oh ! let  me  win  thee  back  again ! 

To  find  thy  spirit  is  now  my  aim. 


MY  DEAR  OHIO  HOME. 


CLEVE  HARTZELL. 


MONG  the  tall  oaks  of  Ohio, 

Stands  a dear  old  northern  home, 

Where,  when  life  to  me  was  full  of  glee, 
In  childhood  days  1 used  to  roam. 

1 here  I strolled  amid  the  fields  of  green, 
And  could  hear  the  lark’s  sweet  song ; 
There  I used  to  play  all  the  livelong  day, 
In  my  dear  Ohio  home. 


I'm  thinking  of  the  dear  old  days  of  autumn, 

When  the  fall  work  was  nearly  done, 

Ah ! how  well  do  I remember  in  the  glad  month  of  September 
How  we  used  to  cut  the  golden  corn ! 

When  the  day  was  nearly  noon,  we  could  hear  the  dinner  horn 
.But  those  days  now  are  past  and  gone, 

Still  my  memory  lingers  yet  on  the  scenes  I can’t  forget, 

Of  my  dear  Ohio  home. 

J 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  ROBIN. 


HARRIETT  VON  IFFLAND. 


% 


HE  birds  sing  high  in  the  trees  above, 

As  I wander  forth  with  my  little  love, 

And  the  blithe  birds  carol  in  the  old  oak  tree, 
The  blithe  birds  carol  in  the  old  oak  tree. 
And  the  blithe  birds  carol  in  the  old  oak  tree, 
As  I whisper,  “Darling,  do  you  love  me?” 
“Ell  be  true,  IT1  be  true,  I’ll  be  true  to  you," 
The  robin  sings  on  the  topmost  bough. 


The  sun  shines  down  on  the  path  we  tread, 

And  its  bright  gleams  fall  on  my  dear  one’s  head ; 
And  the  robin  sings  on  the  topmost  bough, 

The  robin  sings  on  the  topmost  bough, 

And  the  robin  sings  on  the  topmost  bough, 

As  my  little  love  whispers  her  timid  vow, 

“I’ll  be  true,  I'll  be  true,  I’ll  be  true  to  you/’ 

The  robin  sings  on  the  topmost  bough. 


She  lifts  her  shy  sweet  eyes  to  me, 

As  she  murmurs  tenderly,  “I  love  thee 

* * ' 

And  her  soft  white  hand  lies  clasped  in  mine, 
Her  soft  white  hand  lies  clasped  in  mine, 

And  her  soft  white  hand  lies  clasped  in  mine, 
As  fondly  she  whispers,  “Love,  I’m  thine/’ 
“Ell  be  true,  Ell  be  true,  Ell  be  true  to  you,” 
The  robin  sings  on  the  topmost  bough. 
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THE  JOY  OF  MAN. 


MARSHALL  PANCOAST. 


EARLS  of  rosemary’s  pungent  dew, 
The  lure  of  the  lute-notes  mild, 
Starlight  sheen  in  a sea  of  blue — 
These  for  the  maid  and  the  child. 


Might  of  the  mountains — sweep  of  the  plain, 
The  rut  of  the  racing  seas, 

The  tang  and  the  verve  of  the  wild  night  rain- 
The  joy  of  the  man  in  these. 
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THE  PILGRIM  WAY. 


EDITH  EVEA  NICHOLS. 


HE  Pilgrim  path  leads  by  the  shore. 

Of  the  “River  of  Loneliness”  and  o’er 
The  steep  and  rugged  mountain  height, 
Through  murky  shades  of  starless  night. 


But  when  the  Pilgrim  race  is  run, 
And  Jesus  whispers,  “It  is  done,” 
Blow  brightly  gleams  across  the  sea 
The  Beacon  Light  that  waits  for  me ! 


HE  WILL  CLEAR  THE  WAY. 


WM.  SINNOCK. 

HEN  the  breakers  clash,  and  the  surges  roll, 
And  the  waves  run  mountain  high, 

Our  Father  holds  them  in  His  hand ; 

We  can  the  storms  defy. 


When  Satan  tries  to  cross  our  path, 

And  would  our  progress  stay, 

We’ll  trust  in  Him  who  holds  the  storm, 
And  He  will  clear  the  wav. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


167 


THE  SMILE  OF  GOD. 


MARY  STUART  GRESHAM. 

OD  is  smiling  thro’  the  sunlight, 

His  gifts  hold  us  in  thrall ; 

Keep  nature  near,  then  vision  is  clear, 
The  Great  Artist  dearer  than  all. 


While  we  revel  in  God’s  sunshine, 

We  feel  for  the  frozen  North, 

That  misses  the  tendrils  of  Life’s  vine, 
Which  cling  to  Solar  worth. 

How  mocking  seems  this  sunshine, 
Where  injustice  holds  full  sway, 
Where  poor,  degraded  men  repine, 
Their  worst  instincts  obey ! 


Oh ! we  of  the  happiest  sunshine, 

We  where  the  prayer  ascends, 

“Thy  kingdom  come,  Thy  will  be  done,’’ 
How  much  on  us  depends ! 


We  need  the  “Sun  of  Righteousness,” 
With  “Healing  on  His  wings,” 

We  will  arise  to  heal  distress, 

Obliterate  its  stings. 

Christ  is  the  centre,  drawing 
To  himself  all  hearts,  as  when 
The  Word  was  ripe,  “In  Him  was  Life,” 
“And  the  Life  wras  the  Light  of  Men.” 


He  will  bring  11s  to  a grateful  sense 
Of  homage  to  His  Shrine, 

Our  Light,  our  Life,  our  Recompense, 
’Mid  darkness  and  sunshine. 


SWEETHEART’S  WARNING. 


CHARLES  DAVIS. 


WAS  a balmy  summer’s  evening  when  the  sun  had  settled 
low, 

The  whippoorwill  was  chanting  his  refrain, 

And  floating  o’er  the  mesa  from  the  strings  of  a banjo, 

Came  music’s  soft  and  sweet  and  tender  strahi. 


I was  cinching  up  my  saddle  for  a turn  around  the  herd, 
When  bonny  Bess  came  up  to  me  in  tears, 

She  was  the  girl  I loved  the  best,  and  I listened  to  her  words, 
And  sought  to  allay  my  darling’s  fears. 


Says  she,  “Diamon'  Joe’s  awaitin’  for  ye,  down  there  on  the 
right, 

Jest  on  the  yonder  side  o’  the  chapparal. 

Oh ! tell  me,  darliiT,  tell  me  that  yer  won't  go  out  tonight, 
Fer  ye  know  that  Diamon  wants  me  fer  his  gal.” 


It  was  hide  behind  a boulder  and  lurk  behind  a tree, 
Thro’out  the  dreary  watches  of  the  night, 

I for  a shot  at  Diamond,  and  he  for  one  at  me, 

Till  came  the  day  dawn  with  her  splendid  light. 


Ah ! had  I but  known  she  loved  him ! What  a tragedy  was 
mine ! 

My  sweetheart  lies  beside  him  'neath  the  sod. 

My  hair’s  streaked  with  gr?y  today  from  the  ravages  of  time, 
And  I soon  must  meet  the  Judgment  of  my  God. 
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BOYHOOD  RECOLLECTIONS. 


ED.  O.  ORAL, 

HEN  sometimes  after  work  I think 
Of  days  when  we  were  small. 

When  we  would  wade  down  in  the  creek 
Beneath  the  willows  tall, 

I laugh  at  how  we  tore  our  clothes, 

By  accident  perchance  ? 

And  then  to  mother  we  would  say, 

“The  gander  tore  the  pants/’ 

CHORUS. 

But  mother  with  a spool  of  thread 
And  needle  quick  did  mend, 

The  wear  and  tear  of  boyhood  days, 
Most  cheerful  in  the  end. 


When  we  returned  from  school  at  eve 
Through  fields  and  meadows  wide, 

The  pockets  of  the  coat  or  pants 
Were  torn  off  from  the  side; 

Sometimes  in  “Blackman’’  they  were  torn 
By  little  catching  hands ; 

And  then  at  home  we’d  always  say, 

“The  gander  tore  the  pants.” 

Those  days  are  past,  and  we  have  grown 
From  little  boys  to  men; 

But  recollections  of  those  days 
Come  back  to  us  again, 

Of  how  we  waded  in  the  creek, 

And  played  with  bow  and  lance, 

Of  how  we  tore  our  clothes  and  said, 

“The  gander  tore  the  pants.” 
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WHERE  ARE  THE  DREAMS  OF  YESTERDAY. 


EVELYN  LLOYD. 


HERE  are  the  dreams  of  yesterday, 

The  beautiful  dreams  of  tomorrow  ? 
Where  are  they  gone,  can  no  one  say, 
And  why  in  their  place  came  sorrow  ? 
Oh  !*  where  are  the  dreams  of  my  youth 
That  were  here  only  yesterday? 

Have  they  all  gone  away  in  truth — 
Have  they  all  gone  away  to  stay? 


When  we  wandered  across  the  field 
Picking  daisies  in  our  path, 

Knowing  not  what  the  picture  would  yield. 
Not  dreaming  of  the  Aftermath, 

The  birds  perhaps  sing  as  gaily, 

The  flowers  all  bloom  as  fair ; 

And  I listen,  and  tend  them  daily ; 

But  he  is  not  here. 

The  dreams  of  yesterday  are  shattered, 
And  the  joys  of  the  past  are  gone ; 

The  friends  of  my  youth  are  scattered, 

And  I am  left  alone. 

When  we  wake  from  the  dreams  of  life, 
And  this  world  has  passed  away, 

Shall  we  find  after  this  strife 
Our  dreams  of  yesterday? 
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CALLA  LILY. 


MARY  DORCAS  ELBRIDGE. 

HY  do  you  droop  and  paler  grow, 

Why  furrow  your  pretty  brow  ? 

Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  I love  you  so, 

And  would  you  leave  me  now? 

Do  you  sigh  for  your  home  in  the  mossy  dell, 
For  the  fern,  the  violet  and  pretty  bluebell, 

Calla  Lily? 

Creamy,  waxy  emblem  of  love, 

Do  not  wither  away  and  die. 

I would  keep  you,  beautiful  white-winged  dove, 
As  you  were  where  the  spring  purled  by, 
When  down  in  the  hollow  fresh  with  dew, 

I espied,  admired  and  plucked  just  you, 

Calla  Lily. 

The  fallen  branch  of  a redwood  tree, 

While  caressing  your  pretty  head, 

Sheltered  you  so  tenderly, 

In  your  soft  moss-covered  bed ; 

But  now  you  pine  in  captivity,  embodied  purity, 
My  beautiful,  drooping,  fainting,  dying, 

Calla  Lily. 


\ 
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BE  PATIENT  WITH  THE  LITTLE  ONES. 


MARY  BEE. 


E patient  with  the  little  ones, 
They  may  not  understand ; 

Be  patient  then,  and  lead  them  on, 
With  a kind  and  gentle  hand. 


Be  patient  with  the  little  ones, 
Perhaps  they  are  in  pain  : 

Oh  ! make  them  happy  while  you  can, 
And  strive  their  love  to  gain. 


Be  patient  with  the  little  ones, 
And  check  the  angry  word, 
That  rises  quickly  to  your  lips, 
Let  not  that  voice  be  heard ! 


Be  patient  with  the  little  ones, 

Perhaps  they  do  not  know, 

That  the  very  thing  which  pleases  them, 

Is  the  thing  that  pains  you  so. 

Be  patient  with  the  little  ones, 

When  weary  and  tired  with  play 
They  climb  to  your  knee  and  plead  for  a tale, 
Oh  ! do  not  send  them  away. 


Be  patient  with  the  little  ones, 
Some  day  will  come  to  you, 

The  memory  of  that  bitter  word, 
The  word  that  was  not  true. 

Be  patient  with  the  little  ones, 
Entrusted  to  your  care, 

And  when  perplexed  and  tempted, 
Go  to  your  Lord  in  prayer. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


173 


A STORM  AT  THE  SEASIDE. 


MAUDE  MAIDEN. 


I 


CROSS  the  dark  and  threatening  sky 
The  vivid  lightning  flashes ; 

Its  zig-zag,  blinding  streaks  precede 
The  thunder's  deafening  crashes. 


Behind  the  clouds  are  the  twinkling  stars, 

And  the  moon  whose  bright  light  cannot  show ; 
Thus  while  the  fearful  storm  is  raging, 

The  pitchy  darkness  has  no  foe. 


And  thru  the  tall,  dark  trees  the  wind 
With  a wild  and  piercing  shriek, 

Answers  the  frightened  sea  gulls'  cries 
As  blindly  their  nests  they  seek. 

The  ocean's  angry  waters  roar, 

And  now  the  foaming  sea  becomes 

A hoary,  rushing  monster  grand, 

As  the  waves  so  wildly  leap  and  plunge. 

The  elements  are  wildly  joyous, 

For  calm  they  were  for  many  days; 

They  love  the  tumult  of  the  battle 
As  does  a child  its  play. 

An  hour  is  past,  they  now  grow  weary ; 
The  voice  of  the  wind  sinks  to  a moan. 

The  lightning  stops  its  steady  glare, 

The  thunder  flees  with  a farewell  groan. 

The  smoky  curtain  is  drawn  aside, 

And  reveals  the  stars  in  all  their  glory ; 

But  the  heaving  ocean  is  left  to  tell 
The  wild  storm’s  awful  story. 
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BIRTH  OF  CHRIST. 


SARAH  EMILY  LOTHIAN. 


ESUS  was  born  in  Judea, 

A Baby  so  tender  and  sweet, 

The  wise  men  did  hasten  to  find  Him, 
And  lay  the  rich  gifts  at  His  feet. 
Gold,  myrrh,  frankincense, 

They  laid  at  His  dear  little  feet. 


Jesus  was  meek  and  mild, 

He  was  once  a little  child, 

He  whom  Heavenly  Hosts  Adored, 
Lived  on  this  earth  despised  and  poor, 
And  when  He  laid  His  glory  by, 

And  came  for  us  to  die, 

Oh ! how  I wonder  when  I’ll  see, 

His  unbounded  Love  for  me. 
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LINES  FROM  A TEXAS  TELEGRAPH  OPERATOR. 


L.  B.  BRIGHT. 


AIL ! Gems  of  Poesy,  with  criticisms  to  meet. 
Dare  not  from  thy  position  retreat. 

We  hope  to  see  thee  bud  and  bloom, 

Though  the  critics  thy  fate  would  doom. 


Come  into  our  homes  fresh  with  dew, 

From  the  pens  of  many  or  a chosen  few. 

There  are  yet  bleeding  hearts  overburdened  with  grief, 
To  whom  your  sweet  words  may  offer  relief. 


When  the  chilly  winds  of  December,  nineteen  and  six 
Shall  blow  the  withered  leaves  to  the  ground, 

We  will  welcome  sweet  Gems  of  Poesy 

Where  anthems  for  nineteen  and  seven  are  found. 


Yes,  rise,  beautiful  Gems, 

Like  the  bright  Morning  Star. 

We  throw  open  our  windows  and  doors; 
Shine  in  new  light  from  near  and  far. 

We  of  the  twentieth  century  will  greet  thee, 
Alid  the  applause  of  this  Great  Age. 

Oh ! bring  us  sweet  words  of  encouragement, 
Upon  the  golden  wings  of  each  page. 


Take  thy  stand  ’mid  the  homes  of  the  brave, 

Shed  pure  thought  in  the  homes  of  the  humble, 

Make  the  world’s  unknown  heroes  and  heroines  aware 
They  may  yet  Heaven’s  bright  crown  wear. 
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SPRINGTIME. 


THOS.  M.  MARSHALL 


PRINGTIME,  lovely  Springtime, 

I like  to  see  you  come, 

Creeping  o'er  mountains,  vales  and  hills, 
O’er  city  spire  and  dome. 


You  make  the  fairest  flowers  grow, 

And  the  little  birds  to  sing, 

Their  sweetest  songs  from  morn  till  night, 
O wonder-goddess,  Spring ! 


I like  to  hear  them  sing  their  songs, 
Giving  God  the  praise, 

For  God  loves  everything  He’s  made, 
And  will  thro'  endless  days. 


And  God  must  love  me  too. 

For  I lo  ve  PI  is  Son  so  dear, 

Then  God  must  love  the  Springtime, 
For  He  sends  it  every  year. 
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THE  PARTING  OF  A LEAF. 


GEORGE  A.  BRIGHAM. 


ii 


ii 


^f'HE  wind  fanned  the  cheek  of  a dark  brown  leaf, 

And  swung  it  tct  and  fro ; 

The  dark  brown  leaf  whispered  to  its  mate, 

“I  must  loose  my  hold  and  go.’’ 

Oh,  stay  a while,"  said  the  greener  one, 

Oh,  cling  to  the  mother  tree.” 

“Thousands  have  gone  before,’’  said  the  dark  brown  leaf, 
‘And  thousands  must  follow  me.” 

The  wind  gave  a tug  at  the  dark  brown  leaf, 

And  it  left  its  companions’  side, 

And  a whisper  passed  from  tree  to  tree, 

That  another  leaf  had  died. 
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THIS  IS  FOR  YOU. 


L.  B.  BRIGHT. 


HE  safest  place  to  be 

Is  a place  from  temptation  free ; 

To  watch  and  pray  and  sing  every  day, 
Prevents  manhood's  early  decay. 


Let  your  life  be  pure. 

In  daylight  and  in  the  dark., 
Let  your  life  be  clean, 

At  home  or  in  the  park. 


Live  so  as  to  protect  your  manhood, 

In  company  or  when  alone, 

And  thereby  save  yourself  from  sins, 
For  which  you  would  otherwise  atone. 


Self-destruction  is  very  dear  at  any  price, 
Hence  think  well  before  you  act ; 

Fortify  yourself  with  humble  prayer, 

That  your  soul  may  be  kept  intact. 


Let  your  life  be  Springtime,  useful  and  truthful, 
For  even  then  temptations  you’ll  meet ; 

But  keep  in  close  touch  with  the  Blessed  Savior, 
And  the  soul’s  evening  will  be  seen  to  retreat. 


Meet  life's  battles  bravely  on  land  or  on  sea ; 

The  storms  may  howl  and  the  lightnings  flash ; 
Be  not  afraid,  if  the  little  boat  be  drifting, 

The  Great  Captain  is  on  board,  quietly  sleeping. 


He  will  awake  in  the  midst  of  the  Storm, 

And  rise  from  the  fisherman’s  pillow, 

With  calmness  of  the  Lord  of  all, 

Hear  Him  speak  to  the  angry  billow,  “Peace,  be  still,” 
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AMONG  THE  WILD  FLOWERS  OF  THE  PLAINS. 

I 


G.  A.  BELANGER. 

NE  day  as  I was  strolling  in  the  morning  air, 

On  the  plains  among  the  wild  flowers,  I met  my  Nellie  fair; 
And  when  we  had  to  part  she  wept  in  deep  despair, 

And  begged  me  not  to  leave  her  so  lonely  there. 

But  duty  called  me  hence,  and  we  parted  so, 

And  I left  my  darling  Nellie  broken-hearted,  oh ! 


Chorus. 

Now  the  sun-shine  lingers  there, 

And  the  wild  flowers  bloom  so  fair, 

As  they  are  fondly  kissed  by  summer’s  rains. 

In  the  country  graveyard  near, 

Sleeps  the  girl  I love  so  dear, 

Peacefully  beneath  the  wild  flowers  of  the  plains. 

Last  night  as  I lay  dreaming,  in  my  dreams  to  me 
Came  my  Nellie’s  face  so  smiling  as  it  used  to  be; 
And  once  again  among  the  wild  flowers  side  by  side, 
I strolled  as  in  the  bygone  days  with  my  dream  bride. 
But  stooping  to  caress  her  I awoke  in  sad  despair, 
For  my  heart  lies  with  her  in  the  churchyard  there. 
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“SHADOWS.” 


\ 


BERTHA  K.  FR  EDE  RICK  SEN . 


HE  falling  twilight  shadows, 

Bring  memories  of  days  gone  by, 

In  vain  for  friends  I wish, 

In  vain  for  them  I sigh ; 

Like  the  darkness  of  a night, 

Life's  shadows  clutch  my  heart, 

But  never  will  one  be  satisfied, 

While  of  this  world  they  are  a part. 


Our  once  true  friends  prove  unfaithful, 
As  the  fleeting  years  have  shown, 
And  here  in  my  sad  solitude, 

I await  death’s  hour  alone. 

I have  learned  the  bitter  lesson. 

That  the  happiness  we  crave, 

Can  never  on  this  earth  be  found, 
Until  we  reach  our  grave. 
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REMARKS. 


PLAY  FORD  H EL  MICK. 

ORLDLY  pleasure  is  like  roses  red, 

Pretty  for  a time,  then  forever  dead. 

Money  is  like  your  name  written  on  ice  with  care, 

All  right  for  a time,  then  melt  and  leave  you  in  despair. 

/ 

Know  thyself,  and  be  known. 

If  we  could  stand  on  one  side  of  the  street 
And  see  ourselves  go  up  the  other, 

How  many  would  know  themselves  ? 

The  world  is  wide,  and  the  sea  is  deep, 

Our  earnest  in  Heaven  we  must  pray  to  keep. 

Forgetting  God  and  all  things  well, 

Is  paving  our  road  to  everlasting  hell. 


/ 


WHAT  MAKES  SOME  HEARTS  HAPPY  MAKES 

OTHERS  SAD. 


PLAYFORD  HELMICK. 

HILE  a maiden  gently  milked  the  cow, 

A bright  lad  stood  by  and  told  her  how ; 

There  they  stood  both  young  and  gay, 

Chatting  and  laughing  like  two  boys  at  play. 
Those  two  happy  hearts  beneath  God’s  blue  sky, 
Little  knew  they  of  sorrow  to  come  bve  and  bye : 

•r  w * 

Just  as  the  lad  stole  a goodnight  kiss, 

They  heard  grandpa  softly  whisper  this : — 


Now,  Jack,  pray  be  kind-hearted,  loving  and  true, 
For  I once  was  a lad  just  the  same  as  you, 

I hope  what  I’ve  told  will  not  make  you  mad, 

For  what  makes  some  hearts  happy  makes  others  sad. 


When  I was  young,  I’d  no  thought  or  care, 

I wooed  and  won  a maiden  fair ; 

But  misfortune  befell  me,  and  'most  everyone  knows, 

Now  she  sleeps  ’neath  the  mound  where  the  rose-tree  grows, 
There’s  no  shadow  of  life  on  the  other  side, 

And  I long  to  be  there  tho'  the  world  is  wide, 

Yes;  the  one  I hold  dear  is  softly  asleep, 

And  I’m  feeble  and  old  with  a heart  growing  weak. 


LOVE  POEM. 


F.  L.  KINGSLEY. 


RT  thou  not  true,  dear,  unto  my  heart 
PH  search  that  heart  and  see ; 

And  from  my  bosom  tear  the  part, 
That  beats  not  true  to  thee. 


But  to  my  bosom  thou  art  dear, 
More  dear  than  tongue  can  tell, 
And  if  a fault  be  cherished  there, 
’Tis  loving  thee  too  well. 
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I MISS  YOU  SO. 


SADIE  E.  VAN  TYNE. 

\ 


EAR  heart,  I miss  you  day  and  night, 
I miss  those  eyes  so  shining  bright, 

And  on  that  joyous,  beaming  face, 

Ever  such  kindly  thoughts  to  trace, 

Dear  heart,  I miss  that  winning  smile, 
That  sweetly  shone  on  me  the  while ; 
Still  more  I miss  that  gentle  voice, 

That  ever  made  my  heart  rejoice. 


I miss  those  tender  words  so  sweet, 
Making  my  happiness  complete, 

I miss  you  so,  the  hot  tears  start, 

That  fate  caused  life  to  drift  apart. 
Deep  in  my  heart  I hide  my  woe, 

That  the  cold  world  may  never  know, 
And  none  may  note  the  unshed  tear ; 
Since  thou  art  gone,  life  is  so  drear. 


When  thro’  the  twilight  beams  afar, 

The  pale  face  of  the  evening  star, 

When  the  dim  twilight  shadows  fall, 
And  peaceful  quiet  reigns  o’er  all. 

The  way  seems  dark,  beneath  my  feet, 
No  more  is  life  so  fair  and  sweet, 

Deep  in  my  heart,  I whisper  low, 

“I  miss  you  so,  I miss  you  so !” 

Dear  heart,  I miss  you  more  and  more, 
Miss  the  dear  songs,  we  sang  of  yore, 

I miss  you  still,  years  are  so  long, 
Missed  the  true  love  that  loved  my  song. 
Lonely  I walk  the  old,  loved  ways, 
Thro’  all  the  slowly  passing  days, 

In  Heaven  Above,  may  you  ne’er  know, 
Dear  heart,  I e’er  shall  miss  you  so. 
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MY  MOTHER  DEAR. 


ROSE  NORA  HENNESSY. 

• 

ILENCE  sweet  in  the  walks  of  time 
Abides  where  her  feet  were  wont  to  tread. 

We  may  call;  but  her  calm,  sweet  voice  is  still. 
The  lilies  awake,  and  say,  “She  is  dead.” 

She  is  gone  from  the  trials  of  her  exile  home, 
And  awaked  to  the  joys  of  immortal  life; 

Her  soul,  a white  dove  in  peace  enthroned, 
Dwells  secure  from  approach  of  earthly  strife. 


Chorus — 

True  forget-me-nots,  my  mother's  eyes, 
Sacred  with  memory’s  jewels  are  they  ; 
Those  glances  fond  to  mine  own  reply, 
As  I view  them  in  childhood  far  away. 


Hers  was  a noble  and  a life  well  spent, 

No  odds  for  virtue,  she  held  too  great; 

The  sword  that  her  heart  had  pierced  so  oft 
wShe  used  not  to  hinder  another's  fate. 

Fair  as  the  needle  to  the  pole  is  true, 

And  loyal  to  the  creed  of  her  fatherland. 


She  conquered  the  waves  of  an  ocean  storm, 

With  honor  and  duty  hand  in  hand. 

Miss  her  we  cannot,  for  with  us  she  stays, 

Life’s  pathway  is  locked  with  her  soul-stirring  ways, 
Like  our  God  where  touch  gleaming, 

Guides  the  earth  to  the  skies, 

Soul  building  is  changed  naught, 

Its  power  never  dies. 


m 


THE  ANGELUS  BOY. 


ROSE  NORA  HENNESSY. 

IS  songs  are  true  and  gentle, 

Excel  him  all  who  can ; 

In  every  trait  and  feature, 

He’s  a gallant  little  man. 

Just  a child  of  age  so  tender, 

With  a lithe  and  agile  form; 

From  whose  eyes  of  blue-bell  luster, 

Glows  the  light  of  manhood's  dawn. 

He’s  a hero  born,  and  gifted 
With  a rare  and  pious  grace; 

See  the  altar  brightly  lighted, 

Catch  the  fervor  in  his  boyish  face. 

While  the  tapers  are  brightly  burning, 

And  the  shepherd’s  stars  and  sheep 
’Round  the  manger  in  the  grotto 
Tell  their  story  grand  and  sweet. 

When  our  little  hero 
Did  his  part  at  Holy  Mass. 

See  him  climb  the  lofty  columns, 

And  put  out  the  shining  gas. 

When  the  old  and  poor  and  needy, 

Seek  a guide  of  younger  days, 

With  his  manners  kind  and  courtly, 

He  will  help  them  in  their  ways. 

Would  there  were  more  boys  just  like  him, 
True  to  nature’s  chosen  plan; 

For  the  world  must  love  and  honor 
Such  a noble  little  man. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


187 


HOME. 


ISAAC  WATTS, 

OME  ! How  the  heart  warms  at  the  sacred  sound ! 

What  music’s  in  the  name,  what  fullest  joy 
The  very  thought  affords,  for  there  is  found 
Earth’s  sweetest  happiness  without  alloy. 

Though  forced  to  other  lands  from  it  to  go, 

Pressed  by  the  weights  of  penury’s  hard  hand, 

Yet  how  the  soul  is  kindled  all  aglow 

To  hear  the  songs  of  home,  our  native  land! 

Be  it  ’mid  rocks  where  loud  the  eagle  screams, 

Or  pleasant  plains  where  fruits  the  richest  grow, 

Or  where  the  sun  shoots  down  his  burning  beams, 

Or  where  the  eve  beholds  eternal  snow. 

That  spot  we  love  where  childhood’s  days  were  spent, 
The  land  where  waved  the  gentle  breeze  at  birth, 
Whether  a palace,  humble  cot,  or  tent, 

No  matter,  ’tis  the  happiest  place  on  earth. 

The  soldier  in  the  battle  field,  when  all 

Around  is  heard  naught  but  the  cannon’s  boom, 

While  carbines  flash  and  comrades  by  him  fall, 

Steals  one  short  moment  and  reverts  to  home. 

How  fondly  mem'ry  calls  up  ev’ry  sport, 

The  wasping  bow,  the  reed  boat  dow7n  the  creek, 

The  game  at  marbles  in  the  dear  old  court 
Till  evening  closed,  and  then  at  hide  and  seek. 

Lives  there  a man  so  stoical  ’mongst  men, 

Whose  pulses  thrill  not  with  unequaled  joy, 

Who  after  years  abroad  returns  again 

To  the  old  home  wTere  once  he  played  a boy? 

Dear  home,  there  is  a witchery  in  thee  yet ; 

Around  thy  hearth  what  hallowed  mem  Ties  cling ! 
Forgot  be  all  things  when  I thee  forget, 

When  thee  I sing  not,  let  the  lark  not  sing. 
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THOUGHTS  OF  GOD. 


JAS.  D.  DEMMING. 


N my  way  of  thinking, 

Of  what  a God  has  been, 

As  I see  the  stars  ablinking, 

In  the  eyes  of  an  eternal  gem. 


And  the  massive  upper  strazza, 
Hid  in  distant  space, 

In  His  worldly  wide  piazza, 

I thus  Him  ever  trace. 


I never  can  stop  blessing, 

His  great  and  ingenious  work, 
Or  in  my  soul  addressing, 

A spirit  that  ne’er  does  shirk. 

And  tho’  a part  of  Him, 

I have  a right  to  share, 

And  the  wisdom  that  is  in 
His  glorious  works  so  fair. 

That  in  my  mind  I feel  Him, 
Though  a commoner  of  life, 
For  removing  the  cloudy  dim, 
And  to  read  why  life  is  strife. 

I read  the  simple  nature, 

Of  all  His  handiwork, 

With  a blessing  to  each  creature, 
That  never  tried  to  shirk. 


Thus  when  I bless  God’s  givings, 
I share  with  Him  also, 
Through  life  and  labor’s  livings, 
For  the  love  it  does  bestow. 


THE  BURDEN-BEARER. 


FLORENCE  G.  FINCH. 

O the  fears  that  arise  in  the  heat  of  the  strife 
Often  hide  from  your  gaze  the  true  purpose  of  life  ? 

Do  the  many  cares  and  the  discouraging  days 

Leave  the  doubt  in  your  soul  whether  living  them  pay 


Kill  the  doubt  and  go  on,  life  was  given  to  man, 

And  he  is  a part  of  the  whole  in  God’s  great  plan. 

We  all  must  bear  what  burdens  the  years  may  bestow, 
Until  the  burden  and  bearer  alike  lie  low. 
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THE  ONLY  KISS  IN  THE  WORLD. 


JOHN  BYERS  RICE. 


ER  lips  were  close,  they  were  burning  mine, 

I felt  as  if  intoxicated  with  some  rich  wine, 

We  were  getting  nearer  each  other  in  a joyful  way, 

I felt  as  if  in  Heaven  and  there  to  stay. 

My  arm  stole  around  her  waist,  but  she  felt  it  not : 
Everything  but  each  other  we  had  forgot. 

Her  tender  lips  had  now  reached  my  own, 

Just  then  the  wind  outside  seemed  to  moan, 

“Make  it  affectionate  and  lingering,  too.” 

I then  kissed  her  the  best  way  I knew, 

Again  it  was  tempting,  it  was  luscious,  it  was  there, 
Waiting  for  me  if  I would  only  dare; 

But  she  might  be  unwilling,  and  to  me  become  cold, 
“Call”  me  for  it,  say  I got  too  bold, 

It  was  hard  for  me  to  pull  a few  inches  apart, 

I then  wondered  if  the  conversation  would  ever  start. 

I knew  she  was  thinking,  but  she  uttered  no  word, 

I looked  toward  her  .eyes,  and  everything  I heard, 

I again  moved  near  her,  and  kissed  her  once  more, 

The  kiss  alone  broke  the  silence  then  it  was  as  before, 

I arose  to  go,  she  then  seemed  about  to  speak, 

I interrupted  her  with  a kiss  upon  the  cheek, 

I told  her  that  long  before  I should  have  gone, 

I kissed  her  four  more  times  : she  only  said  “Oh,  John.” 
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LIFE  AS  IT  IS. 


M.  E.  SPIELMAN. 


HE  earth  may  quake,  the  buildings  shake, 
And  tumble  to  the  ground ; 

The  storm  King  roar,  the  torrents  pour, 
Disaster  all  around  ; 

There  are  partings  that  are  grievous, 

Tear  the  heart  and  leave  it  sore, 
Sometimes  wars  when  dear  ones  leave  us,- 
Leave  us  to  return  no  more. 


Yet  there  is  a sorrow  greater,  come  in  earl;, 
Life  or  later,  sorrow  for  which  Dame 
Nature  has  no  cure — Yet  she  gladly 
Points  to  One  Who  helps  us  to  endure. 

Yet  there  is  a voice  within  us  that  has  power, 
To  quiet  and  still — still  us  where 
The  angry  billows  roll ; though 
The  angry  billows  round  us  roar. 


’Tis  a voice  of  love  and  healing, 

To  our  troubled  hearts  appealing, 

A balm  of  Gilead  to  a troubled  soul. 

Be  patient  then,  my  soul  be  strong, 
This  world  of  sadness  is  not  long, 

The  sands  of  life  have  soon  been  told, 
And  through  all  runs  a thread  of  gold, 
To  help  us  on  to  reach  the  goal. 


/ 
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MOTHER. 


HENRY  W.  NAISBITT. 


HE  sweetest  word  in  human  lore, 

Repeated  most  and  thought  of  more, 

Its  music  rings  and  means  the  same 
Where’er  you  speak  that  holiest  name. 

In  spheres  afar,  in  Heaven  above, 
Where’er  is  heard  the  song  of  love ; 

It  blends  with  motherhood  in  bliss, 

Its  smile,  caress  or  lingering  kiss, 

I here  salute  and  bend  the  knee ; 

My  mother  thou  art  all  to  me. 

And  though  removed  to  Spheres  afar, 
Thou  art  fore’er  my  guiding  star. 

Thou  wert  my  hands,  my  feet,  my  whole, 
The  guardian  of  my  childish  soul. 


Chorus. 


My  mother  dear,  I hail  thy  name 
In  every  stage  from  youth  to  fame ; 

And  I thy  blessing  oft  implore 
When  heart  is  weary,  sick  or  sore. 

Into  thy  presence-chamber  high, 

In  life’s  mad  rush  oft  freely  fly, 

Thy  counsel  lit  my  earliest  years, 

And  oft  I ask  it  now  with  tears. 

Brave,  true,  and  steadfast,  always  right 
When  most  obscured  my  clouded  sight. 

I turned  to  thee  as  unto  God, 

His  agent  on  earth’s  rugged  sod; 

I often  wish  that  thou  were  nigh, 

My  sainted  mother  as  I sigh ! 

Come  teach  my  wandering  feet  to  tread 
The  path  thy  feet  have  bravely  trod. 

1 know  they  lead  when  weary  sore, 

Back  to  the  Father’s  unlatched  door. 
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A TRIBUTE  TO  YOUR  HOMES. 


I 

MRS.  EFFIE  WINDLE. 

H ! a beautiful  place  in  the  South  have  you ; 

May  she  reign  ever  kindly  good  and  true, 

With  a faultless  rule  and  a tuneful  rhyme, 

That  is  heard  on  high  in  a throng  sublime, 

As  she  passes  on  with  her  smiles  and  tears, 

Through  the  hallowed  course  of  many  years. 

Oh  ! your  beautiful  streams  as  they  come  and  go, 
Dear  children  of  men,  may  you  love  them  so, — 

While  the  sun  may  set  in  its  lovely  hue, 

You  may  see  in  them  what  others  do ; 

Oh  ! we  ofttimes  thought  as  we  stood  on  their  shore, 
Of  the  friends  we  met  and  may  meet  no  more. 
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THE  VALLEY  OF  VENTURA  BY  THE  SEA. 


EDMUND  BOWMAN  BOND. 

HERE'S  a California  valley  where  the  olive  orchards  grow, 
And  I’m  longing  there  once  more  again  to  be, 

There’s  a lovely  dark-eyed  maiden,  and  her  heart  is  true  I know, 
In  the  V alley  of  V entura  by  the  sea. 

Chorus : 

In  the  Valley  of  Ventura  by  the  sea, 

Dwells  my  lovely  dark-eyed  Jennie  dear  to  me, 

Soon  Fll  press  her  to  my  heart,  and  we  never  more  shall  part, 

But  we’ll  dwell  in  Ventura  by  the  sea. 

From  the  lofty  eastern  mountains,  the  ever  flowing  fountains, 

Roll  down  their  sparkling  waters  o’er  the  plain ; 

There  December’s  like  the  spring,  and  the  birds  in  winter  sing, 

To  that  lovely  land  I’m  sailing  o’er  the  main. 

Oh!  the  long  years  have  been  many  since  I kissed  my  darling  Jennie, 
But  I’m  sailing,  Jennie  darling,  now  to  thee, 

O’er  the  rude  and  troubled  main,  I am  sailing  home  again, 

To  the  Valley  of  Ventura  love,  and  thee. 
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LITTLE  RAINDROPS. 


J.  GRACE  MUNCIE. 

A.TTER  gently  on  my  window, 

Little  raindrop  as  you  fall ; 

Soothe  this  ever-restless  spirit, 

And  o’er  all 

With  thy  sweet  and  magic  music, 

Cast  a spell 

That  will,  thoughts  of  care  and  sadness 
For  a moment  quell. 

Patter  gently,  ever  gently, 

Lightly  dance  upon  the  pane, — 

Would  my  heart  were  just  as  happy 
Once  again ; 

And  the  clouds  that  dim  life's  morning 
Flitting  by, 

Bring  to  view  a glorious  noon-day, 

And  a clear  blue  sky. 

Patter  gently,  ever  gently, 

Swiftly  falling  to  the  ground, 

Tiny  blades  of  grass  and  flowerets 
At  the  sound 

Of  thy  gentle,  rhythmic  cadence 
Ever  dear, 

Spring  to  life  in  verdant  beauty, 

Brown  old  earth  to  cheer. 

Patter  gently,  still  so  gently, 

Sweetly  murmuring  thy  part, 

Thou  hast  been  a soothing  comfort, 

And  the  heart, 

Saddened  oft  with  anxious  longing, 
Trusting  still, 

Looks  to  Him  who  kindly  sent  thee, 
Bowing  to  His  will, 


A STAR  AND  A DEW-DROP, 


MARJORIE  STRATTON  GALLIGAN. 


STAR  looked  down  on  the  cold  blue  sea. 

Just  as  the  daylight  was  leaving, 

He  twinkled  and  sighed,  “Alas,  can  it  be 
That  I here  on  high  am  grieving? 

For  my  tiny  light  so  cold  and  white, 

Can  cast  but  a slight  reflection, 

While  the  sun  is  bright,  and  the  moon  at  night, 
Thro  their  rays  in  every  direction.” 


A dew-drop  sat  on  a sweet  pink  flower, 

Just  as  the  daylight’s  returning, 

She  sparkled  and  gleamed  as  the  sun  came  in  power 
And  gazed  at  the  pale  star  with  yearning. 

“I  am  so  small,  just  a dew-drop,  that’s  all, 

My  life’s  but  a sigh  and  a tear, 

The  ocean  is  vast,  the  rain-drops  fall  fast, 

I am  of  no  consequence  here.” 


Dear  little  glistening  twinkling  star, 

Can  you  not  understand, 

That  your  tiny  light,  coming  ’way  from  afar, 

Brings  happiness  to  this  dark  land?” 

Little  bright  drop  of  dew,  sweet  flowers  yearn  for 
This  world  is  full  of  beauty. 

We  all  have  a part  in  Nature  and  Art, 

Be  happy ; you  fulfill  your  duty. 
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LOVE'S  LAMENT. 


B.  SEWELL  BOTHWELL. 

UT  in  the  beautiful  starry  West, 
Out  where  the  skies  are  blue, 

A maiden  sang  of  her  lost  love, 

She  sang  from  a heart  that’s  true. 
Under  the  beautiful  star-lit  skies, 
Under  the  moon’s  bright  glow, 

My  bonnie  sang  of  her  lost  love, 

From  a heart  that  would  overflow. 


Refrain : 

She  sang  a song  of  lost  love, 

Sang  to  the  skies  so  blue, 

She  sang  a refrain  to  the  wild  wave, 
A song  from  a heart  that’s  true. 


Beneath  the  orange  blossoms 
Beside  her  cottage  door, 

She  sang  her  song  of  true  love, 

That  shall  echo  forevermore. 

Blow  breezes  of  the  Siren  Isle ; 

Blow  winds  of  the  boundless  wave ; 
Return  my  cherished  love  again, 
Bring  back  my  true  and  brave. 
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MY  BEAUTIFUL  HOME. 


MRS.  J.  W.  WHITFIELD. 


H ! how  sweet  to  think  of  my  Heavenly  Home, 
In  sunshine,  amid  flowers,  Ell  ever  roam, 

I long  to  go  to  that  beautiful  Home, 

My  beautiful,  beautiful  Heavenly  Home. 


When  All  earth’s  joys  and  sorrows  are  gone, 

Oh ! may  we  all  be  there  in  my  Heavenly  Home, 
Beautiful  Home  without  a sorrow  or  gloom, 

My  beautiful,  beautiful  Heavenly  Home. 


There  will  be  no  shadows  of  sorrow  or  care, 
Only  the  pure-hearted  will  be  there, 

There  will  be  no  weeping,  no  burdens  to  bear, 
In  my  beautiful  Heavenly  Home  so  fair. 
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THE  MESSAGE  OF  THE  STARS. 


LUCILE  MOODY. 

COME  out  in  the  garden,  love, 

And  hear  what  the  stars  will  repeat ! 

Would  that  the  voices  of  them  might  tell, 

All  I’m  longing  to  say  my  sweet. 

Ah  ! could  they  tell  of  my  love  for  you, 

For  Em  true  unto  you  as  the  dawn  to  the  dew. 
Then  would  I love  them,  though  they  are  afar, 
Beautiful,  beautiful  wonderful  stars. 

Wonderful  stars  above  you,  love, 

Stars  that  are  mysteries  to  me, 

They  are  saying,  “We’d  be  happy  love, 

As  happy  as  happy  could  be.” 

Believe  them  and  say  that  you  will  be  as  true, 
As  true  to  me  as  the  dawn  to  the  dew, 

That  is  their  message  for  you,  my  flower, 
Beautiful,  beautiful  wonderful  stars. 


» 
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STARLIGHT  REVERIE. 


OTIS  SHAFFER. 


AST  e’r  gazed  upon  the  beauty  of  the  Autumn  sky  so  blue? 
Ever  pondered  to  thyself  on  what  it  means  to  me  and  you, 
Just  to  step  out  in  the  moonlight,  when  the  stars  were  shining  so, 
And  to  sort  o’  feel  your  feelings  as  they  softly  come  and  go? 


Ah ! it  stirs  my  recollections,  memory  tho’  Ed  ought  to  say, 

As  I watch  the  stars  a twinklin’,  twinklin’  down  at  me  that  way, 
Makes  me  think  of  home  and  mother,  in  a way  I ne’er  had  thought, 
Since  the  days  I was  a youngster,  and  my  . blood  was  flowin’  hot. 


Sort  o'  brings  me  to  my  senses  back  from  life’s  unfeeling  rush, 
From  this  strenuous  life  we’re  living  back  to  reason,  and  I blush, 
When  I think  of  what  we're  doing  and  of  all  that  has  been  done, 
Just  to  prosper  in  life’s  struggle,  just  to  win  in  life’s  short  run. 


When  I think  of  all  my  brothers  who  have  fallen  in  the  race, 

(For  indeed  we’ll  all  be  brothers  when  we  stand  before  His  Face) 
With  their  arms  still  reaching  upward  whence  their  souls  may  soon 
arrive, 

Hear  the  Ages  awful  echo  that  the  “Fittest  must  survive.” 


Then  ah  ! then  the  stars  grow  dimmer,  and  the  mist  before  my  eyes, 
Seems  to  taunt  me  in  the  distance  with  the  Gates  of  Paradise, 

E’r  advancing,  e’er  receding,  as  my  feelings  come  and  go, 

Just  ah!  just  a timely  warning  of  the  Judgment  day  you  know. 
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THE  WONDER  BABY. 


MARY  C.  READ. 


/Y  LEEP  baby  sleep,  so  calm  and  sweet,  with  dimpled  smiling! 
Thy  velvet  cheek  adorning,  with  witchery  more  beguiling 


Than  all  the  art  of  belle  in  fashion’s  hall. 

What  tho’  thy  residence  be  a cottage  small? 

Well  may  you  smile  tho’  storms  rage  without, 

Your  mamma’s  here  somewhere  about. 

And  in  her  arms  naught  can  harm  thee, 

While  looking  into  her  eyes  whose  lovelight  answers  thee. 


You  two  fond  fools  whose  world  is  so  complete, 
Why  sigh  ye,  for  years  to  come  and  bring  defeat? 
Why  not  rather  clasp  thy  first-born  to  thy  breast, 
And  pray  God  to  let  the  years  rest? 

For  though  you  sail  o’er  the  ocean  wild, 

You  ne’er  will  find  a joy  so  sweet  as  this  thy  child. 
Whom  thou’rt  pleased  in  bis  lineaments  to  trace 
The  features  of  his  father’s  face. 


What  tho’  the  ship  of  state  oft  rocks  and  lunges, 

What  cares  she  as  in  the  bath  her  babe  she  plunges, 
Who  spats  the  water  with  such  glee? 

Sure  more  than  water  he  must  see, 

Perchance  the  panorama  of  the  coming  years, 

In  this  world  or  other  spheres. 

And  so  she  kisses  the  magic  wand, 

Of  his  little  dimpled  baby  hand. 

Ah ! suns  have  risen  and  set  these  many  years, 

And  brought  both  smiles  and  tears, 

But  not  one  day  so  bright  with  joy, 

As  that  which  crowned  her  six  months’  baby  boy, 

Ne’er  so  perfect  in  her  eyes  can  he  be  as  in  his  infancy, 
When  with  prophetic  eye  she  views  the  coming  years. 
Not  that  a babe  she  would  wish  him  always  to  be, 

For  in  the  dim  of  future,  a President  he  may  be. 
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SMILE  ALL  YOU  CAN. 


ANNIE  F.  MACKEY. 


HEN  you  see  a brother  bow, 
Beneath  a heavy  load, 

Smile  and  help  him  all  you  can, 
Along  this  rugged  road. 


Just  a kind  word  now  and  then, 
A little  word  of  praise, 

Will  make  him  a better  man, 
Through  the  long  gloomy  days. 


When  his  sun  goes  down  at  noon, 
And  life  seems  not  worth  while, 

You  may  soothe  his  grief  worn  heart, 
With  just  a little  smile. 

Many  precious  lives  are  lost, 

Ay,  wrecked  and  cast  away, 

Just  because  no  helping  hand, 

Was  there  to  point  the  way. 


No  kind  word  was  ever  lost, 

Nor  yet  a pleasant  smile, 

So  be  cheerful  if  you  can, 

And  make  some  life  worth  while. 
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BRIDAL  BELLS. 


JONIE  MURPHREE. 

ERRILY  over  the  western  seas 
Came  the  chime  of  wedding  bells. 

And  every  stroke  from  the  old  church  tower, 
The  happiness  it  tells 

Of  the  two  young  souls  in  wedlock’s  bonds, 
United  now  for  life. 

Here’s  joy  for  the  happy  bridegroom, 

Here’s  luck  for  the  fair  young  wife. 

Far  o’er  the  meadow  and  jasmine  field 
Does  the  bridal  bell  still  toll ; 

Telling  of  joys  that  are  to  come 
As  the  years,  they  onward  roll, 

To  the  two  young  souls  who  now  are  fast 
In  wedlock’s  binding  seal. 

Each  to  the  other  promises 
To  be  as  true  as  steel. 
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WHEN  THE  ROSES  ARE  IN  BLOOM. 


CLARA  A.  BROWN. 


OU  say  that  you  are  tired  of  waiting  for  me ; 

But  I couldn't  leave  my  home 
When  the  flowers  hang  gay  on  the  red  rose-tree — 
No,  not  while  the  roses  are  in  bloom. 

They  thrill  me  thro'  with  ecstacy ; 

Say ! I couldn’t  leave  my  home. 

My  home  is  the  only  place  for  me 
While  the  roses  are  in  bloom. 


There’s  a neat  little  cottage  lying  back  on  the  hill 
Where  the  roses  are  in  bloom. 

There’s  a garden  small  sloping  down  on  the  rill 
That  exhales  a rich  perfume. 

And  there  I sit  on  summer  days 
And  list  to  the  song-birds  tune, 

Content  with  life  with  blessings  rife, 

When  the  roses  are  in  bloom. 


But  now  the  roses'  beauty  has  fled, 

So  I can  leave  my  home. 

The  rose  .leaves  have  dropped  from  the  red  rose-tree ; 

The  roses  no  longer  bloom. 

The  garden  is  ripened  that  slopes  to  the  rill, 

But  my  heart  beats  sad  with  gloom ; 

For  I’m  leaving  my  home  that  is  back  on  the  hill, 

When  the  rose  is  not  in  bloom. 
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ON  THE  WINGS  OF  THE  NIGHT. 


MRS.  ELLEN  M.  DEGENHART. 

N the  wings  of  the  night  a message  I send 
To  my  own  dear  love  who  is  far  o’er  the  sea. 

I beg  thee,  dear  night  wings,  to  carry  it  safe, 

Yes,  carry  it  safely,  this  message,  for  me. 

It  will  fill  his  dear  heart  with  love  and  delight 
To  receive  my  fond  message  on  the  wings  of  the  night. 


Choi  us : 

Come  back,  Oh ! come  back,  my  loved  one,  to  me, 
And  we  shall  be  happy  as  happy  as  can  be ; 

For  Til  love  thee,  my  love,  until  death  docs  us  part, 
With  a love  that  is  true,  O heart  of  my  heart. 


So  fly  quickly  and  gently,  O wings  of  the  night, 

And  deliver  my  message  to  my  loved  one  true. 

Dark,  Oh ! dark  is  the  night,  long  and  hazardous  the  flight ; 

But  good -angels  will  watch  over  you. 

And  the  stars  in  the  heavens  will  guide  thee  aright 
To  deliver  my  message,  O wings  of  the  night. 
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SWEET  OREANA. 


AMOS  JAMES  FIELDS. 


WEET  Oreana,  I shall  see  your  gentle  form  on  earth  no  more. 
You  have  vanished  from  this  earthly  shore; 

For  the  angels  they  have  borne  thee  far  away, 

And  my  heart  is  sad  and  lonely  as  I weep  from  day  to  day. 


Lo ! from  a shadowed  darkness  comes  the  rosy  light  of  morn. 

Then  I’ll  see  sweet  Oreana’s  lovely  form. 

My  heart  will  know  no  pleasure  as  the  cold,  wide  world  I roam ; 
For  my  hope  from  earth  has  forever  flown. 

Sweet  Oreana  you  have  left  us ; but  vour  spirit  hovers  near. 

In  fancy  I can  hear  your  gentle  words  of  cheer. 

Dear  Oreana,  you  were  always  loving,  kind,  and  true, 

And  my  heart  is  sad  and  lonely  when  I think  of  you. 


Soon  life’s  storms  will  all  be  over,  calm  and  fair  we’ll  reach  the 
shore. 

All  our  hearts  on  earth  have  cherished  we  shall  see  once  more. 
Bright  will  be  the  coming  morning,  and  our  sorrows  then  be  o'er, 
For  our  souls  may  rest  in  Heaven  with  our  loved  ones  gone  before. 
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MY  OWN  SWEET  ALICE  LEE. 


LOUISE  SAMUELS. 


HE  spring  had  come,  the  flowers  were  in  bloom, 
They  seemed  to  have  caught  my  heart’s  glad  song : 
She  has  a merry  smile,  and  her  dear  eves  are  blue, 
“She  is  all  the  world  to  me.” 

If  she  would  be  mine,  I’d  ever  be  true 
To  my  own  sweet  Alice  Lee. 


Chorus : 


My  little  merry  Alice,  the  one  I love  so  well, 
Sweet  Alice  Lee  is  so  dear  to  me. 

Oh ! how  I love  her  none  can  tell. 

The  woods  re-echoed  my  glad  songs, 

The  Winds  whispered  her  name  to  me. 

Why  can  my  heart  not  break  its  thongs 
And  tell  sweet  Alice  Lee  ? 

What  do  I fear,  she’s  so  gentle  and  dear? 

She  may  not  accept  me. 

Soon  my  heart  will  conquer  all  its  fear, 

And  I’ll  learn  my  destiny. 

When  next  we  met,  I did  the  story  repeat, 

I told  it  low  and  tenderly. 

She  gave  me  her  promise  her  love  to  keep, 

And  my  heart  sang  merrily. 

Soon  the  world  will  know,  for  the  story  I’ll  tell 
That  she  is  my  bride  to  be. 

The  woods  took  up  the  news,  the  flowers  as  well ; 
They  all  seemed  to  rejoice  with  me. 
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NEVERMORE. 


FRED  SHEWRING. 


O more  I’ll  hear  the  childish  prattle  of  my  baby  boy, 

No  more  I'll  hear  his  laughter,  and  no  more  he’ll  be  my  joy ; 
No  more  I’ll  hear  his  noisy  footsteps  running  ’round  in  play, 
No  more  will  I caress  him  fondly  at  the  close  of  day. 


Nevermore  he’ll  run  to  meet  his  daddy  coming  home 
Tired  and  weary  from  his  work;  nevermore  he’ll  roam 
About  the  house  or  ’round  the  yard  a-playing  with  the  dog. 
The  blow  has  struck  me  mighty  hard  ; I feel  all  in  a fog. 


I loved  my  darling  baby  boy  who  was  so  full  of  fun ; 

I fondled  and  caressed  him ; but  Alas  ! his  race  is  run. 

I cannot  help  but  grieve  for  him  as  silently  I weep, 
While  thinking  of  our  little  boy  who  has  gone  to  sleep. 


Father,  Thy  ways  inscrutable  are  past  all  finding  out. 

We  cannot  understand  them,  and  we  feel  inclined  to  doubt 

Thy  Wisdom  and  Thy  Loving  Care  which  allows  such  things  to  be, 

As  to  let  the  darlings  of  our  hearts  meet  grim  death  violently. 

But  Ah  ! we  know  Thy  Love  and  Care  extends  unto  us  all. 

Our  very  hairs  are  numbered  and  a sparrow  cannot  fall 

Down  from  the  housetops  unto  death,  but  that  Thine  All-seeing  Eye, 

Sees  all  that  happens  on  the  earth  or  in  the  sea  or  sky. 


Then  knowing  this,  we  are  content  to  bow  unto  Thy  Will, 

For  unto  all  our  troubled  hearts  our  Lord  says,  "Peace,  be  still.’’ 
And  whatsoe’er  our  Father  does  for  each  of  us  is  best. 

’Tis  through  tribulations  and  through  trial,  we’ll  enter  into  rest. 
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KIND  THINGS. 

\ 


MRS.  MARION  WATKINS. 


IND  words  that  are  tenderly  said, 

Fall  like  balm  on  the  aching  head ; 

They  nourish,  strengthen  and  soothe  the  brain. 
And  charm  away  the  weary  pain. 


Kind  deeds  that  are  lovingly  done 
Cheer  up  the  heart  like  the  beautiful  sun, 

Sifting  the  burdens,  and  making  them  light, 
Making  the  darkest  days  more  bright. 

A noble  life  and  one  well  spent 
Fills  the  soul  with  a sweet  content; 

It  will  you  bless,  and  will  never  fail, 

To  leave  a blessing  along  your  trail. 

And  when  your  journey  in  life  is  through, 

The  King  of  Kings  will  welcome  you. 

Saying,  “Faithful  servant,  thy  work  was  well  done, 
Take  your  place  at  the  right  of  the  Throne.” 

Be  sure  in  life,  while  journeying  through, 

To  drop  kind  words,  and  kind  deeds  do ; 

And  when  your  useful  life  here  ends, 

You  will  never  die  in  the  heart  of  your  friends. 
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A DYING  CHRISTIAN. 


GUSSIE  MCMILLAN. 


T was  on  a bleak  November  night 
When  all  was  hushed  and  still, 

I stood  at  a dying  Christian's  side 
Her  last  wish  to  fulfill. 

She  had  no  fear  her  death  to  meet; 

For  her  trust  in  God  was  most  complete. 


And  when  the  hour  of  death  was  near, 

By  her  bedside  gathered  "round, 

Her  friends  who  loved  and  were  loved  so  dear  , 
They  stood  in  grief  profound. 

In  a sweet  pure  voice,  these  gentle  words 
By  all  her  weeping  friends  were  heard : 

“To  another  world,  a better  world, 

Soon  my  soul  will  take  its  flight. 

Dear  friends,  while  you  are  yet  on  earth 
And  its  battles  hard  must  fight, 

Let  your  faith  in  God  be  most  complete ; 

Lay  your  worldly  cares  at  Jesus'  feet."" 


When  she  had  finished  these  last  words, 

A smile  her  face  shone  o’er. 

She  lifted  her  sweet  eyes  Heavenward, 
Closed  her  lips  forevermore. 

When  at  breaking  dawn  the  sun  did  shine, 
It  found  her  in  a world  of  joy  Divine. 
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A BIRD’S  MISSION. 


r 

IDA  BLANCHE  WALL. 


SWEET  mocking-bird  from  the  woodland 
Flew  into  my  greenhouse  one  morn, 

A volunteer  captive  to  cheer  me 
For  then  I was  sadly  forlorn. 


Its  wings  fanned  the  daintiest  flowers, 
That  reveled  in  sunshine  so  bright, 
And  wafted  their  delicate  perfume, 

In  its  swift  circuitous  flight. 

Then  it  perched  on  a sculptured  Flora, 
That  dreamed  in  a bower  of  fern, 

A thing  supernal  it  seemed  to  be, 
Trilling  me  a lesson  to  learn. 


This  solacing  messenger  sang  me 
Of  a rapturous  world  above, 

Earth  only  a transient  prison, 

To  be  gladdened  by  acts  of  love. 

Slowly  memory’s  chords  vibrated, 

The  solemn  march  of  bygone  years, 
And  ghostly,  mocking  demons  crowded, 
Filling  my  guilty  heart  with  fears. 


God’s  priceless  gifts  so  freely  given, 

I had  thanklessly  received, 

My  selfish  life  misspent  and  empty, 

And  His  Holy  Spirit  grieved. 

From  earthly  scenes  my  thoughts  were  lifted, 
And  far  they  rose  above  the  din 
Of  the  despairing  voice  of  conscience, 

Overcome  by  selfishness  and  sin. 


The  bird  has  filled  its  gentle  mission, 

I’ve  ceased  my  weary  sobbing  sighs ; 
For  in  its  flight  it  traced  my  pathway, 

To  the  sweet  calm  of  God’s  blue  skies. 
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ABOVE. 


LEO  WILLOUGHBY. 


HEN  lips  and  hands  are  cold  and  still, 

We  place  their  ashes  with  the  clay, 

Then  strew  sweet  flowers  upon  their  graves, 
And  weep  for  loved  ones  passed  away. 


With  sobs  we  pray  to  meet  above, 
Our  dear  sweethearts  of  long  ago, 
To  feel  the  pressure  of  their  lips, 

To  tell  them  that  we  love  them  so. 


’Twill  not  be  long,  our  God  knows  best, 

We  would  not  wake  them  from  their  sleep, 

Their  trials  o’er,  they  rest  in  peace, 

Like  hidden  pearls  beneath  the  deep. 

We’ll  murmur  not,  but  bear  each  cross, 
Bravely,  till  ends  life’s  little  day. 

Till  sun  and  moon  shall  be  forgot, 

And  we  shall  dwell  with  them  alwav. 

Where  tired  brains  and  aching  hearts, 

Know  not  of  care,  but  find  sweet  rest, 

Where  hands  will  meet  and  voices  greet, 

The  loved  ones  we  have  cherished  best. 

No  more  to  part  from  them  again, 

With  scalding  tears  and  sad  goodbye, 

When  we  shall  reach  those  Courts  Above, 
Where  love  and  friendship  never  die. 
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THE  SWEET  LITTLE  MiAID  IN  BLUE. 


HERMAN  B.  HEAP. 


ING-DONG ! the  schoolbell  rings, 

In  the  morning  clear, 

And  the  children  are  coming  now. 

From  all  parts  far  and  near; 

Some  are  in  white,  some  are  in  red, 

Others  in  various  hue, 

But  the  prettiest  one  in  the  whole  fair  flock, 
Is  the  sweet  little  maid  in  blue. 


She  leaves  her  home  with  a queenly  air, 

Her  hat  thrown  back  on  her  auburn  hair ; 

With  a graceful  move  she  trips  along, 

Till  she  overtakes  the  coming  throng. 

She  nods  to  Nellie,  speaks  to  Kate, 

And  kisses  little  Sue ; 

For  she  is  queen  of  the  whole  fair  flock, 

This  sweet  little  maid  in  blue. 

Ding-dong ! school  is  out, 

And  the  children  run  with  a romp  and  shout. 
Nellie  is  shouting,  so  is  Kate, 

Also  little  Sue ; 

But  the  sweetest  voice  in  the  whole  fair  flock, 

Is  the  sweet  little  maid’s  in  blue. 

With  a skip  and  a jump  she  hurries  along,  * 

’Till  she’s  far  away  from  the  going  throng, 

Here’s  a goodbye  to  Nellie,  and  a goodbye  to  Kate, 
And  a goodbye  to  little  Sue ; 

And  a goodbye  comes  from  the  whole  fair  flock, 
To  the  sweet  little  maid  in  blue. 


214 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


NEARING  THE  END  OF  LIFE’S  JOURNEY. 


J.  A.  JARRATT. 


OR  many  long  years,  my  dear  wife, 
We  have  walked  side  by  side, 
Down  through  this  wicked  world, 
And  we’re  now  at  the  evening  tide. 


It  will  not  be  long,  my  precious  one, 
Before  we  separate  on  earth, 

To  meet  in  that  Heavenly  land, 

Where  all  is  joy  and  mirth. 

Your  life’s  work  here  on  earth, 

Has  been  most  nobly  done* 

Several  orphan  children  have  you  raised, 
Besides  several  of  your  own. 

The  troubles  you  have  had  to  endure, 
No  one  has  ever  known, 

Amid  your  trials  and  sufferings  here, 
Your  patience  has  steadily  grown. 

Your  reward  you  will  never  get, 

While  here  on  earth  you  stay, 

But  Jesus  has  a crown  for  you, 

That  will  never  fade  awav. 

If  there  is  anything  I’ve  failed  to  do, 
To  make  you  happy  here,  my  love, 

I humbly  crave  your  pardon  now, 

Ere  your  soul  is  called  above. 
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THE  NEW  YEAR. 


BLANCHE  WATKINS. 


WEETLY*  ringing,  loud  and  clear, 

Bells  are  sounding  far  and  near. 

’Tis  not  the  re-echo  of  the  merry  Christmas  chime, 

But  the  happy  bells  of  New  Year  ringing  ’cross  the  sea  of  time. 


Listen  closely  to  the  bells ! 

Don’t  the  message  each  one  tells 
Conjure  up  the  memoirs  of  a most  gladsome  pleasure, 
Recorded  in  the  great  archives  of  the  mind  a treasure? 


Perhaps  spoken  words  we  do  regret, 
Misdeeds  could  we  but  forget, 

Find  consolation  if  you  can,  but  you  cannot, 

For  the  misdeed  and  idle  words  will  never  be  forgot. 


But  I sincerely  hope  that  you, 

Gladly  welcomed  the  year  that’s  new, 

With  your  thoughts  reflected  on  the  swift  flight  of  time, 
Resolving  this  year  to  make  your  life  more  sublime. 

And  may  the  blessings  this  year'  be, 
Intelligence,  tact  and  industry, 

And  the  power  to  do  our  duty,  as  on  through  life  we  plod, 
For  to  do  always  our  duty  certainly  is  the  call  of  God. 
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A BLIGHTED  LIFE. 


MRS.  MERTON  J.  FATE. 


UST  one  year  ago  tonight,  Bess, 
Since  he  left  her  all  alone, 

She,  a belle  of  San  Francisco, 

And  it  turned  her  heart  to  stone, 

Oh ! they  call  her  proud  and  haughty, 
And  they  say  she’s  stern  and  cold, 
But  to  those  who  know  and  love  her, 
Naught  but  praise  is  ever  told. 

She  the  gay  life  has  forsaken, 

And  is  doing  all  she  can, 

To  relieve  the  poor  and  suffering, 

And  in  this  forgets  her  pain. 

When  at  last  her  life  is  ended, 

And  her  soul  has  gone  to  rest, 

Then  the  ones  who  called  her  haughty, 
Are  the  ones  who  miss  her  most. 
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IS  IT  EXPEDIENT? 


ELI  HU  HAYES. 

AS  it  expedient  in  seventy-five, 

When  tyranny  threatened  our  rights  to  deprive, 

To  declare  ourselves  free  from  an  arrogant  King, 
With  “God  save  our  country”  the  welkin  did  ring  ? 
Yes,  'twas  expedient,  and  ever  shall  be, 

For  brothers  to  strive  to  make  others  free. 

Was  it  expedient  when  in  sixty-one, 

To  dismember  our  Union  treason  begun, 

For  Lincoln  to  call  upon  brave  fighting  men 
To  firmly  unite  our  great  country  again? 

Yes,  'twas  expedient,  and  ever  shall  be, 

To  keep  our  nation  the  land  of  the  free. 

Was  it  expedient  then  in  ninety-eight, 

When  Cuba  tug'd  so  hard  at  Liberty's  gate, 

To  open  and  say,  “Dear  sister,  come  in,” 

Though  it  .cost  us  a war  'gainst  murder  and  sin  ? 

Yes,  'twas.  expedient,  and  ever  shall  be, 

For  brothers  to  die  to  make  others  free. 

Was  it  expedient  for  freemen  to  go, 

To  the  far  off  islands  that  heathens  might  know 
And  receive  blessings  of  religious  liberty, 

Which  are  enjoyed  only  in  the  land  of  the  free? 

Yes,  'twas  expedient,  and  who  then  will  dare, 

To  say  it's  wrong  for  our  men  to  be  there. 

Now,  if  it's  God's  will  then  let  us  not  shirk, 

But  put  on  His  armor  and  faithfully  work, 

And  if  here  and  there  a brave  hero  should  fall, 
Remember ! 'Twas  for  God,  for  country  and  all. 
Expedient ! why  yes ! I think  it  would  be 
;To  teach  other  nations  true  liberty. 
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HOME  COMING  OF  THE  OLD  KENTUCKY  STATE. 


J.  P.  BOZARTH. 


wp|F  all  the  States  in  this  dear  Union, 

%J£r  Old  Kentucky  holds  the  sweetest  communion, 
Her  sons  and  daughters  who  have  strayed  afar, 
Are  coming  home  to  find  the  door  ajar. 


A lively  time  in  the  grand  old  state  this  will  be, 
When  the  long  lost  sons  and  daughters  we  shall  see, 
Songs  of  gratitude  and  copious  tears  of  joy, 

Will  then  our  time  and  talents  employ. 

Many  a scene  will  be  rehearsed  in  familiar  ways, 

That  will  bring  memory  back  to  precious  days 
Of  youth  and  childhood  with  its  many  plays, 

Its  joys  and  its  toys,  oh!  how  precious  then  the  days! 


These  with  us  all  have  passed  ruthlessly  away, 

And  we  are  left  here  a nobler  part  to  play, 

The  noble  sons  of  the  grand  old  nation’s  sires, 

Who  planted  our  civilization  and  built  our  altar-fires. 

Hath  bequeathed  to  us  this  glorious  union  of  States, 
To  protect  us  in  our  business,  our  pleasure,  our  estates, 
And  gave  us  dear  “Old  Glory”  forever  to  wave, 

Over  a land  of  freedom  without  a slave. 


Kentucky’s  part  has  been  nobly  fought  and  nobly  won, 

Her  sons  always  in  the  thickest  of  the  fight  have  nobly  done. 

Her  honor  and  her  fame  will  always  proclaim, 

For  her  gallant  sons  will  forever  her  station  maintain. 

Look  among  the  names  that  adorn  the  honor  of  nations, 

There  you  will  find  her  sons  in  various  stations. 

There  are  her  Breckenridges,  her  Crittendens,  her  Harlands,  her 
Clays, 

Who  have  handled  the  helm  of  state  in  its  palmiest  days. 

But  yet  one,  the  lustre  of  whose  fame, 

Hath  made  for  old  Kentucky  an  immortal  name, 

From  the  vine-clad  hills  of  our  native  old  State, 

Came  one,  who  saved  our  Union  and  made  it  wondrous  great. 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  THE  SOUL. 


TILLIE  MORAN  SMITH. 


AIR  Love  escaped  from  realms  of  heavenly 
To  wander  darkling  the  wide  world  o’er ; 
Ere  man  had  set  his  blessing  and  his  blight, 
On  the  stillwrapt  earth. 


She  wandered  in  the  darkness  far  and  long; 

Till  the  command,  “Let  there  be  light,”  was  given: 
From  angel’s  chorus  rose  the  triumphant  song, 

To  the  completed  earth. 


From  the  faraway  shore,  by  the  Gates  of  Heaven, 
Another  spirit  dared  to  stray  afar; 

To  find  somewhere  another  spirit  given, 

To  make  whole  its  own. 


h 


Then  Love  and  its  kindred  spirit,  Reason,  met, 

On  mountain  top,  just  touched  with  burning  gold. 
And  that  first  marriage,  solemnized  by  Heaven, 
Had  for  its  fruit,  a living,  deathless,  soul. 


/ 
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KEEPING  THE  GOAL  IN  VIEW. 

« 


JOHN  LLOYD. 


OR  Heaven  I started  a few  years  ago, 

And  thought  I would  see  what  religion  could  do. 
My  sins  all  forgiven,  my  soul  now  set  free, 

'Tis  good  to  begin  with,  I truly  did  see. 


For  a few  weeks  ’tis  true,  I went  sweetly  along; 
For  Christ  was  my  solace  and  theme  of  my  song. 
By  night  and  by  day  I found  nothing  to  be 
So  sweet  as  religion  and  Jesus  to  me. 


It  seemed  as  if  Heaven  were  soon  to  be  mine, 

For  Fd  left  my  companions  in  sin  far  behind; 
Temptations  and  trials  I had  but  a few, 

And  Heaven  and  glory  were  still  in  my  view. 

But  soon  did  I learn  that  in  the  Heavenly  road, 
There  were  troubles  and  trials  to  be  borne  for  God ; 
There  were  dangers  to  brave  and  crosses  to  bear, 

In  all  must  be  patient  and  “Watch  unto  prayer.” 


There  were  scoffs  from  the  world  and  temptations  to  sin, 
There  were  foes  from  without,  there  were  fightings  within ; 
There  were  sorrows  and  conflicts,  trouble  and  care ; 

Yet  still  it  were  best  to  “Watch  unto  prayer/' 


In  the  midst  of  this  strife  and  battle  below, 
Religion  is  sweeter  as  onward  I go. 

'Tis  a balm  to  my  soul  as  it  ever  will  be, 

Till  it  lands  me  in  Glory,  my  Saviour  to  see. 
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TROUBLES  OF  LIFE. 


/ 


J.  P.  BOZARTH. 


ERE  we  are  on  life’s  troubled  sea, 

Here  a pleasure  and  there  a tear  for  me. 

Oft  the  clouds  hang  covered  in  darkest  hue, 
No  ray  of  light  possible  to  our  view. 


Watching,  we  see  the  rift  in  the  cloud  of  despair  ; 
When  hope  springs  up  again  our  spirits  to  bear. 
When  the  shadows  we  see  slowly  but  surely  declining, 
The  cloud  has  burst  and  left  a silver  lining. 

Would  that  we  could  always  see  things  aright, 

We  would  be  saved  from  many  a sleepless  night. 
From  sorrows  and  worries  we  would  chiefly  be  free, 
And  live  rejoicing  our  Saviour  to  see. 

Would  that  we  were  always  in  the  noblest  frame, 
When  the  things  of  time  and  sense  would  be  tame ! 
Life’s  pleasures  and  toils  a joy  would  be; 

What  harmonious  and  happy  creatures  we’d  be ! 
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THE  RESTLESS  STREAM. 


MRS.  ELIZABETH  MORRIS. 


(0 


EDDYING  stream,  why  in  thy  course 
So  restless  art,  tho’  smiling  ever? 
Pause  in  thy  course,  O sparkling  stream, 
Tho’  eager  to  greet  the  flowing  river. 
In  innocence  linger  yet  awhile, 

And  simple  joys  then  seek 
’Mid  trees  with  verdant  foliage  spread, 
Shaded  from  summer  heat. 


Why  art  thou  not  content  to  stay 

Where  flow'rets  bloom,  where  the  pine  trees  grow? 
Like  childish  feet  rushing  on  to  greet, 

O restless  stream,  in  thy  onward  flow. 

The  unknown  world  so  seekest  thou, 

Nor  at  its  mysteries  shiver ; 

Nor  dost  pause  at  its  dark  expanse 
Till  thou’st  joined  the  flowing  river. 


Calm  days  when  thy  life  no  shadow  knew, 

But  e’er  played  in  the  sunlight’s  gleam, 

Thou  hadst  innocent  joy,  yet  wert  not  content. 

Like  the  waking  from  a fevered  dream 
Wouldst  thou  ’trace  thy  steps,  O silver  stream, 
Where  the  trees’  leafy  branches  are  unfurled, 
Wouldst  thou  stay  thy  mad  impulse  within, 

To  meet  the  unknown  world. 
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IN  THE  EVENING  AS  THE  SUN  WAS  SINKING  LOW. 


AMY  SIDDALL. 


tv|r  WAS  on  the  field  of  battle, 

^J^A  soldier  boy  lay  dying; 

One  by  one  around  him  he  sees  his  comrades  go  ; 
He  seems  to  see  his  mother, 

And  hears  her  sweet  voice  praying 
In  the  evening  as  the  sun  is  sinking  low. 


Now  he’s  thinking  of  his  childhood  days, 
And  he  kneels  beside  his  mother, 

And  softly  prays  that  prayer  of  long  ago ; 

By  his  white  cot  he  is  kneeling, 

And  he  lisps  a simple  prayer, 

In  the  evening  as  the  sun  is  sinking  low. 


* Now  he’s  thinking  of  another 
In  a village  far  away, 

And  from  his  sweet  face  the  smile,  it  seems  to  go ; 
By  the  brooklet  they  are  parting 
And  he  kisses  away  her  tears, 

In  the  evening  as  the  sun  is  sinking  low. 

. O’er  his  face  a light  is  breaking, 

And  he  takes  his  comrade’s  hand, 
“Farewell,  for  soon  I am  to  go  ; 

And  if  my  mother  asks  for  me. 

Just  kiss  her  and  reply, 

Tn  the  evening  as  the  sun  was  sinking  low.’  ” 
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MY  PANSIES. 


HATTIE  SIDDALL. 


HAVE  a bed  of  pansies 
Just  down  beside  the  wall. 

Oh ! thev  are  the  sweetest  flowers 

j 

And  they  hold  my  heart  enthrall. 


I love  to  look  upon  them 

As  they  raise  their  tiny  heads, 
To  catch  a ray  of  sunshine 

As  it’s  streaming  o'er  its  beds. 


For  pansies  are  the  flowers 
I always  love  the  best, 

And  I always  take  a look  at  them 
Before  I go  to  rest. 

They  have  such  pretty  colors, 

And  so  modest  are  their  graces, 

I always  fancy  in  their  looks, 

I can  see  some  angel  faces. 


G E M S OF  POESY 


225 


PASSING  BY. 


ROY  STEVENSON. 


WIFTLY,  swiftly  passing  by, 

The  moment  life  of  man. 

“A  sinner,  hear  the  voice/’  I cry, 

“Turn  this  moment  whilst  thou  can.” 
Perchance  thy  life  one  moment,  not, 

Till  too  late,  fate  be  thine, 

Know  thou  thy  soul  has  Satan  got, 

If  thou  art  lost  of  God  Divine. 

Come  thou  this  moment  unto  me, 

And  acquaint  thyself  that  God  may  know ; 
Repent,  confess,  pray  upon  thy  knee, 

And  prepare  thyself  to  go. 
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TWILIGHT  DREAMS. 


MARY  E.  RAMSDELL. 


S the  moonlight  falls  on  the  dear  old  walls 
Of  my  cottage  in  the  pines, 

I sit  and  dream  of  by-gone  days, 

Of  happiness  sublime, 

Of  a fair  faced  boy  with  curls  of  gold 

And  a heart  as  pure  and  free 

As  a dove  that  flutters  its  pearly  wing, 

On  the  azure  blue  of  the  sea. 


In  fancy  I sit  in  that  cottage  once  more 
With  mv  babe  upon  my  breast. 

I hear  the  sigh  of  the  pine  tree  near, 

As  I lull  my  darling  to  rest. 

The  stars  peep  through  my  curtain  fold, 

The  gray  dawn  leaps  the  sky. 

And  golden  sunlight  gilds  the  crest 
Of  hill  and  clouds  on  high. 

I wake  from  my  dream  with  an  aching  heart, 

The  vision  is  past  and  gone. 

I breathe  a silent  prayer  for  my  boy 
Who  is  wandering  so  far  from  his  home. 

He's  out  in  the  cold  world  tossed  to  and  fro 
On  humanity’s  tide,  with  its  ebb  and  flow. 

Only  a mother’s  prayer  bearing  him  in 
To  the  Heavenly  Harbor  prepared  for  him. 

That  Heavenly  Harbor  by  faith*  I see, 

And  I know  that  sometime  somewhere  we  shall  be 
United  again  through  eternity. 
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THE  CHILD’S  MORNING  PRAYER. 


WM.  P.  BUTLER. 

E thank  thee,  Lord,  for  morning  light, 
And  preservation  through  the  night. 
Attend  and  bless  us  through  the  day, 

May  naught  distress  us  any  way. 

May  love  and  truth  fill  every  heart 
Of  age  and  youth  and  never  depart. 

May  love  abound  and  friendship  grow, 
While  we  are  found  on  earth  below. 

Help  us  to  run  the  narrow  path, 

And  always  shun  the  broad  road  to  wrath. 
Teach  11s  to  shun  temptation’s  snares, 

And  every  one  give  Thee  their  prayers. 

Grant  us  such  faith,  Lord,  in  our  prayers, 
As  holy  saints  breathe  into  theirs. 

Let  all  doubts  be  driven,  nipped  in  the  bud, 
Our'  sins  forgiven  through  Jesus’  blood. 

Lord,  cancel  in  Thy  books  wherein 
Are  charged  therein  our  every  sin ; 

And  cleanse  our  souls  of  guilt  and  dread, 

In  precious  blood  which  Jesus  shed. 

When  death  enrolls  our  names  on  earth, 
May  Christ  our  souls  give  Heavenly  birth. 
This  life  dismiss,  and  spirits  rise 
To  Realms  of  Pdiss  in  Paradise. 

Amen. 
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AMERICANS,  RISE  IN  YOUR  MIGHT. 


CATHERINE  ARNOLD. 


MERICANS,  rise  in  your  might! 

Defend  the  weak,  oppression  stay ! 

Let  justice  be  your  armor  bright, 

And  strike  for  God  and  right  alway. 

For  yours  is  Freedom’s  heritage. 

Oh ! treasure  well  the  dear-bought  gem, 
And  bear  your  stars  in  freedom’s  van 
Where  free,  brave  Imen  may  follow  them 


Americans,  rise  in  your  might ! 

The  cruel  falsehood  crush  to  earth, 

The  ancient  lie  that  “Might  makes  right” — 
From  hell  that  saying  had  its  birth ! 
Americans ! strike  with  your  might ; 

But  walk  with  God  where’er  you  go ; 

Let  Justice  keep  your  armor  bright, 

And  only  tyrants  fear  your  blow ! 
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A LEGEND  OF  SAINT  FRANCIS  XAVIER. 
Inscribed  to  Judge  Ben  B.  Lindsay. 


JEAN  MAC  MILLAN  MORROW. 


LL  worn  and  faint,  ay,  clean  forespent, 
With  pallid  brow  and  figure  bent, 

The  holy  man  came  to  his  tent, 

The  holy  man  came  to  his  tent. 


For  he  of  souls  the  burden  bore, 

Had  watched  by  night,  had  toiled  by  day, 
And  with  his  flock  had  travailed  sore 
To  bring  them  on  the  Heavenly  way. 


Nov/  throbs  his  brain,  his  pulses  leap, 
And  heed  he  must  frail  nature’s  cry, 
“I  must  have  sleep,  I must  have  sleep, 
Oh ! if  I sleep  not  then  I die. 


“To  all  the  world  Pel  fain  be  dumb, 

To  draw  me  from  my  grateful  cot. 

If  any  come,  whoever  come — 

Take  heed,  my  son,  awake  me  not.” 

Within  his  tent  he  slow  retires ; 

A faithful  vigil  all  to  keep 
His  loyal  servitor  prepares ; 

Like  down  upon  his  eyelids  sleep 

Descends,  yet  ere  his  weary  feet 
Have  touched  the  brink  of  Lethe’s  stream, 
There  fell  a holy  vision  sweet 
Across  his  soul,  nor  was  it  dream. 

Awaked  he  stood ; behold  his  face 
Transfigured  as  with  Heavenly  light, 

As  to  his  friend  with  gentle  grace, 

“ ’Twas  wrong.  Yet  hear  me  now  aright. 

“I  spake  not  well  to  thee,  my  son ; 

Awake  me  not  I say  again, 

Yet  if  a little  child  should  come, 

My  son,  awake,  oh ! wake  me,  then !” 
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A.  F.  HINSIE. 


M.  C.  MONAGHAN. 


Y name  is  August  Hinsie, 

A man  you  all  know  well. 

For  truthfulness  and  honesty 
You  cannot  me  excel. 

I have  seen  many  places, 

In  many  countries  been, 

But  a better  class  of  people 
Than  in  Butte  cannot  be  seen. 


We’ve  done  great  things  together, 

And  we’ll  do  a great  deal  more. 

We’ll  make  the  people  shout  our  praise 
O’er  land,  from  shore  to  shore ; 

For  we  always  downed  our  enemies 
We  put  up  a splendid  fight; 

We  always  won  the  battle, 

For  we  were  in  the  right. 

You  have  helped  to  protect  me 

From  the  pirates  of  Standard  Oil ; 

But  with  our  united  efforts 
Their  scheming  we  did  foil. 

They  tried  to  close  my  smelter, 

Get  injunctions  on  my  mine; 

They  tried  to  break  my  credit ; 

But  we  worsted  them  each  time. 

We  have  worked  along  together, 

For  we  had  to  work  our  way. 

I gave  you  shorter  hours, 

I gave  you  better  pay. 

Now  when  I’m  in  my  coffin 
I hope  you  all  will  say : 

“He  was  a noble  soul ; 

We’ll  miss  him  every  day.” 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


231 


ACROSTIC. 


$ 


MRS.  A.  R.  HAMMOND. 

ALACES  and  cots  alike  their  share  of  woes  contain. 

Upon  the  mount  man  has  his  cares  as  well  as  on  the  plain. 
The  loveliest  mortal  that  e’er  breathed,  the  King  upon  the  throne, 
Yields  to  his  burdens  great  or  small,  nor  bears  he  them  alone. 

On  yonder  hill  a miser  dwells  in  squalid  misery; 

Upon  his  much  loved  gold  he  dotes  nor  for  aught  else  cares  he. 
Reveling  in  his  yellow  store  he  heeds  ne’er  heat  nor  cold. 

“The  Lord  protect  my  treasure  rare,”  he  cries,  “my  precious  gold.” 
Risking  health  and  strength  thereby 
Under  the  mountain  of  his  cares, 

Seems  his  burden  greater  far 
Than  one  who  lowlier  fares. 

In  this  brief  tale  the  lesson’s  told : 

Naught  comes  of  comfort  with  much  gold. 

Then  if  you 
Great  would  live  and  honored  too, 

On  the  world’s  records 'fame  would  leave  where  placed  beneath  the 
sod, 

Do  but  your  duty  while  you  may,  and  put  your  trust  in  God. 
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JILTED. 


S.  J.  HARRY. 

They  tell  me  I am  dying;  I know  it,  I feel  that  life  is  fast 
fading  away.  They  say  I am  dying  of  disappointed  love;  I spurn 
the  weakness ! I would  not  crush  the  impulses  of  the  soul  I re- 
ceived from  God  above.  No,  it  is  false!  They  judge  but  by  their 
own  base  conceptions.  I am  dying,  but  selfish  desires  have  not 
worn  my  life  away. 


'*%€  EAVE  me  then  alone  forever,  though  it  cause  my  heart  to 
ache, 

The  love  I once  held  for  you  must  now  turn  to  hate. 

How  can  you  be  so  cruel  toward  the  one  who  loved  you  so  ! 

I loved  to  hear  these  sweet  words  from  you,  “Dearest,  I love  you/’ 
But  time  has  changed  those  happy  days  when  you  made  my  heart 
rejoice, 

And  silence  reigns  now  in  place  of  your  once  dear  familiar  voice.  ' 


What  heart  could  stand  alone  in  such  a cruel  test? 

You  knew  well  I loved  you  dearly,  sweetest,  dearest,  best. 

Time  may  efface  this  great  deception,  and  let  you  see  your  sad 
mistake, 

But  no  pleading  nor  promises  from  you  can  again  my  heart  awake, 
Bitter  are  the  pangs  afflicted,  sad  and  lonesome  here  I stand, 
Disappointed  in  this  world  of  sorrow,  now  I lose  your  heart  and 
hand. 

You  may  repent  the  wrong  done  to  the  heart  that  loved  too  well, 
And  grieve  o’er  the  desolation  that  caused  said  wrord  “Farewell !” 
You  may  cast  the  heart  aside  that  to  you  was  always  true, 

And  forget  the  loving  one  that  gave  up  all  for  you. 

You  may  feel  the  joy  and  pleasure  that  perhaps  should  not  be 
yours, 

But  the  day  of  reckoning  cometh  when  you  will  be  nothing  more. 


Farewell ! Goodbye ! I hate  to  part  from  one  I loved  so  dear. 
Though  I leave  with  an  aching  heart,  I cannot  shed  a tear. 

This  awful  blow  will  pass  away,  although  it  may  leave  a mark, 
And  wreck  the  life  and  home  of  one  that  gave  to  you  soul  and 
heart. 

The  happy  hours  of  my  childhood  days  in  which  I longed  to  dwell, 
Are  blighted  now  forevermore,  by  the  sad  word,  “Farewell.” 
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MY  CHRISTMAS  PRESENT. 


MRS.  HATTIE  LOVELACE. 


ACK  FROST  on  my  window  has  traced, 
Beautiful  patterns  in  pure  frosted  lace, 
The  daintiest  patterns  in  ferns  you’d  see, 
I11  delicate  tracery  he  has  painted  for  me. 


The  palm  tree  in  beauty  so  noble  and  grand, 
You’d  scarce  expect  to  see  in  this  northern  land ; 
But  there  in  its  beauty  so  dainty  and  sweet, 

With  tender  little  grasses  sprouting  at  its  feet. 


Such  beautiful  flowers  strange  to  my  sight, 

Have  sprung  as  by  magic  in  the  still  hours  of  night, 
This  beautiful  garden  so  grand  to  behold, 

Was  tracked  on  my  window  caused  by  the  fierce  cold. 

How  busy  is  nature  while  we  are  asleep ! 

Such  glorious  pictures  our  waking  eyes  greet ! 

A bountiful  mother  in  her  tender  care, 

Spreading  blessings  and  beauties  everywhere. 
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WHO  IS  A POET? 


R.  B.  HUEY. 


HO  is  a poet,  true  and  kind, 

With  open  heart  and  lofty  mind, 

With  sympathy  for  others’  woes, 
Which  in  each  word  and  action  glows  ? 

Who?  Who?  Who?  Who? 
Such  is  the  poet,  pure  and  true, 

With  love  for  art  and  nature  too. 


Who  is  a poet,  meek  and  bland, 
Unassuming,  gentle,  grand 
In  thoughts,  ideal,  imagery, 

In  Nature’s  full-souled  melody? 

Who?  Who?  Who?'  Who? 
Such  is  the  poet,  great  and  grand, 

With  thought  and  feeling  for  every  land. 

Who  turns  the  hungry  from  his  door, 
And  robs  the  fatherless  and  poor? 

Who  pays  his  vows  to  Mammon’s  court, 
And  makes  his  heart  a stony  fort? 

No!  No!  No!  No! 

Such  never  can  be  the  poet,  we  know, 
Till  his  heart  is  fired  and  made  to  glow. 

Whose  very  soul’s  a living  lyre, 
Re-echoing  each  spark  of  fire, 

Struck  from  the  heart  of  Nature  grand, 
Kindled  in  each  and  every  land  ? 

Yes!  Yes!  Yes!  'Yes! 

Such  is  the  poet,  if  you  please, 

With  which  all  poetry  agrees. 
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THIS  I KNOW. 


R.  R.  DOTY. 


OMEBODY  loves  me  a little,  his  true. 
For  the  little  good  Eve  tried  to  do, 
And  the  rose  has  a deeper  hue, 

When  somebody  loves  me  a little. 
All  the  world  seems  more  bright, 
Peaceful  is  my  sleep  at  night, 

And  my  load  is  always  light, 

When  somebody  loves  me  a little. 


Somebody  loves  me  a little,  Pm  sure, 
Though  his  little,  I know  his  pure ; 
Every  trial  I can  endure, 

When  somebody  loves  me  a little. 
Just  a little,  and  not  in  haste, 

’Tis  a precious  thing  to  waste, 

From  my  heart  it's  never  erased, 

When  somebody  loves  me  a little. 


Somebody  loves  me  a little,  I vow, 

In  my  youth  and  even  now, 

A Heavenly  mystery  I’ll  allow, 

That  somebody  loves  me  a little. 

Ell  take  it  with  me  wherever  I go, 

From  its  seeds  sunshine  will  grow, 

And  I will  do  the  best  I know, 

For  somebodv  loves  me  a little. 

* 
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OH ! BORROW  NOT  TOMORROW. 


MRS.  MARY  J.  HILL. 


H ! borrow  not  tomorrow,  it  may  not  be  thine, 
For  tomorrow’s  sun  may  never  shine; 

Then  enjoy  each  moment  while  in  your  prime, 

As  you  have  no  assurance  of  another  day’s  time. 


Oh ! tomorrow’s  sun  may  ne’er  again  shine, 

Up,  be  doing ! life’s  only  a moment  of  time ; 

Have  your  lamps  all  trimmed  and  burning,  so  they’ll  shine, 
And  when  the  Master  comes  you’ll  be  in  due  time. 

# 

Oh ! borrow  not  tomorrow,  it  may  not  be  thine, 

The  bright  morning  sun  may  fail  e’er  to  shine, 

Neglect  not  your  duty  waiting  for  some  other  time, 

And  let  your  soul  pass  away  into  an  unknown  clime. 


Then  borrow  not  tomorrow,  as  the  sun  may  not  shine, 
For  to  borrow  tomorrow  was  never  God’s  design; 
And  ever  remember  this  world’s  only  a space  of  time, 
'As  a thief  in  the  night,  will  come  the  end  of  time.” 
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WORDS. 


HATTIE  WARD. 


F another’s  happiness  you  seek, 

Keep  a watch  on  the  words  you  speak. 


How  much  a little  word  may  mean ! . 

Kind  words  are  the  guides  on  which  we  lean. 

While  traveling  through  this  world  we  should, 
Try  always  to  help  others  be  good. 

Kind  words  cost  us  but  a little, 

Friendship  is  sometimes  very  brittle. 


And  may  be  broken  by  harsh  speech, 

When  a kind  word  would  have  cheered  each. 


And  when  a brother  has  teased, 

Don’t  be  angry,  but  pleased. 

Sometimes  carelessness  makes  us  blind, 

To  feelings  of  those  dear  and  kind. 

And  often  we  make  them  feel  sad, 

When  we  might  as  well  make  them  glad. 

Oh ! help  us  in  the  future  to  be 
Kind  and  loving,  our  Father,  like  Thee. 
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THE  POET’S  OBJECT. 


ROLLIE  R.  GROVES. 


POET’S  object  in  the  world, 

Is  not  that  missiles  may  be  hurled 
In  all  directions  from  the  press, 
Without  restraint,  and  meaningless. 

So  while  you  read  within  this  book, 
Remember  that  the  authors  took 
The  rugged  facts,  and  sought  to  press 
Each  one  into  a neater  dress. 


Please  do  not  read  with  critic’s  eves, 

Or  seek  to  find  a treasured  prize, 

The  world  is  full  of  critics  fair, 

And  treasure  prizes  are  so  rare, 

That  time  in  search  for  them  is  lost, 

Unless  we  minimize  the  cost. 

So  read ; and  then  such  food  digest 
As  you  may  deem  is  right  and  best. 

And  if  by  chance  you  find  a thought, 

That  seems  to  touch  and  warm  a spot 

Within  your  heart,  to  it  return 

When  you  some  other  thought  would  spurn. 

True  as  the  omen:  “It  is  meet 

To  take  the  bitter  with  the  sweet,” 

The  storms  we  conquer  have  a part 
In  every  life,  with  every  heart. 
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DEAR  SISTER  VIOLET. 


LILLIE  MYRTLE  JONES. 


HERE’S  a flower  that’s  blooming  in  the  valley, 
That  bears  a name  that’s  very  dear  to  me ; 

But  she  who  bore  that  name  has  gone  to  Heaven, 
And  no  more  on  earth  her  angel  face  I’ll  see. 


Chorus. 


O Violet,  dear  loved  Violet, 
No  more  on  earth  I’ll  see, 
The  face  of  her,  my  sister, 
Who  was  so  dear  to  me. 


And  when  the  shades  of  eve  are  softly  falling, 
Then  I wander  out  to  where  the  violets  grow, 
And  there  I dream  once  more  of  her,  my  sister, 
And  of  happy  days  together  long  ago. 

And  then  as  I sit  watching  those  sweet  flowers, 
And  I think  of  all  our  happy  days  long  past, 

An  angel’s  voice,  it  seems  to  softly  whisper, 
“You  will  meet  her  home  in  Paradise  at  last.’’ 
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I’M  COMING,  LORD,  TO  THEE. 


J.  CLARK  BROWN. 

AVIOR ! Thou  art  more  than  all  else  to  me, 
When  trials  come, — evil  assails, 

Thy  loving  voice  I hear,  Thy  face  I see, 

Thy  presence,  peace  and  joy,  avails. 

Chorus. 

Em  coming,  Lord,  coming  to  Thee, 

From  all  my  sins  and  sorrows  free. 

I hear  Thy  voice,  I will  obey ; 

Em  coming,  Lord,  today,  today. 

Thy  sorrow  in  Gethsemane,  Thy  tears 
Reveal  how  human  was  thy  heart ; 

So  I can  now  drive  out  my  many  fears, 

And  bid  my  sorrows  all  depart. 

Come,  Savior,  to  my  heart  and  there  abide ! 

Come,  Jesus,  dwell  within  my  soul, 

Come,  Savior  mine,  drive  out  all  else  beside ; 
Heaven  shall  be  my  only  goal. 

To  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost,  these  Three, 
One  and  inseparable,  God  over  all, 

My  God,  I long  to  go, — call  Thou  to  me ; 

Ell  hear  Thee,  Lord,  when  Thou  dost  call. 


A MORNING  DREAM. 


BENJ.  E.  TILTON. 


HEN  the  sun  is  gently  creeping  over  hill  and  vale  and  sea, 
When  the  morning  air  is  sweetest  and  the  birds  ail  sing  with 

glee  J 

’Tis  then  I love  to  listen  to  the  cooing  of  the  dove, 

And  the  world  seems  filled  with  music  all  around,  below,  above. 
And'  I’m  spellbound  with  the  question  of  some  winged  creature’s 
devise, 

“Is  this  just  a dream  of  nature  or  that  endless  paradise?” 


And  I look  and  listen  harder  and  my  thoughts  are  puzzled  more, 
For  the  birds  are  singing  sweeter  than  they  ever  sang  before, 
Then  I gaze  up  in  the  Heavens,  and  I wonder  more  and  more, 
“Will  the  morning  be  eternal  on  that  everlasting  shore?” 

Then  I bow  my  head  in  silence  while  the  gentle  breezes  blow, 
For  my  thoughts  are  of  the  future,  which  mortals  shall  not  know. 
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A SMILE. 


JAMES  GAY. 


SMILE  contains  a subtle  power, 
A beauty  and  a grace, 

It  is  the  radiance  of  the  soul, 
Expressed  upon  the  face. 


A smile  will  nerve  the  hand  of  toil 
To  ply  with  greater  skill, 

And  make  a long  and  irksome  task 
A pleasure  to  fulfijl. 


Aye,  too,  ’twill  lift  a neighbor's  gloom, 
Who’s  sinking  in  despair, 

And  cheer  the  drooping  troubled  heart, 
That's  brimming  o’er  with  care. 


Or,  when  you  meet  some  fallen  one, 
Whose  footsteps  are  astray, 

It  may  revive  a lapsed  resolve, 

To  keep  the  better  way. 


A smile  will  fill  a home  with  joy, 

For  smile  to  smile  responds ; 

And  brighter  grows  the  hallowed  love, 
More  sacred  still  its  bonds. 

I sing  the  sympathetic  smile. 

That  speaks  with  winning  voice, 

Restrains,  reproves  with  gentle  tact, 
And  maketh  hearts  rejoice. 

But  ah  ! the  world  is  scant  of  smiles, 
That  might  be  eas’ly  given, 

Let  smiles  be  current  coin  on  Earth, 

If  we  would  purchase  Heaven. 


LIFE’S  SUNSHINE. 


MRS.  MARY  WARE. 

OME  grope  amid  the  shadows  here, 
Nor  dream  life's  sunlight  is  so  fair; 
Like  “Peter  Bell”  they  only  see 
The  color  of  each  flower  and  tree. 

No  higher,  deeper  meaning  lies 
In  golden  clouds,  or  summer  skies, 
Than  that  which  needful  nature  claims, 
To  further  her  most  sordid  aims. 

And  all  the  sweet  imaginings, 

That  lend  to  life  its  golden  wings, 

And  win  the  heart  from  sin  and  strife,  . 
Are  wanting  in  that  sunless  life. 

Give  me  the  simple  heart  that  finds 
Music  in  the  mountain  winds ; 
Companionship  in  birds  and  flowers, 
And  blessings  in  this  world  of  ours. 
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MAYTIME. 


LOUIS  E.  EACHUS. 


AYTIME  has  come  and  replaced  the  January  showers, 
With  abundance  of  plant-life  and  flowers, 

On  the  mountains  where  once  the  gray  was  seen, 

Now  these  are  a beautiful  robe  of  green. 


In  the  forest  trees  the  birds  are  building  their  nests, 
Everything  is  happy,  nature  is  at  her  best, 

The  fields  are  covered  with  waving  grain, 

And  the  cooing  of  doves  is  heard  again. 

The  farmers  are  busy  cutting  their  hay, 

And  the  colts  in  the  barn  lot  neigh, 

The  children  play  all  day  and  shout  with  glee, 

Ah ! they  are  as  happy  as  can  be. 

The  meadow  larks  sing  their  joyful  song, 

And  in  the  morning  breeze  the  notes  are  drifted  along, 
The  brooks  murmur  beneath  the  trees, 

And  they  in  turn  murmur  in  the  breeze. 

The  hillsides  are  covered  with  flowers  rare, 

And  their  sweet  perfumes  fill  the  air, 

Ah ! note  the  change  from  winter’s  gloom, 

To  May  time,  when  the  fields  and  woodlands  are  in  bloom. 

Oh!  there  is  no  time  happier  than  May! 

The  whole  world  is  bright  and  gay, 

It  is  then  nature  turns  upward  her  smiling  face, 

To  receive  from  on  High,  God’s  sweet  Grace. 
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DRIFTING  AND  DREAMING. 


IDA  BLANCHE  WALL. 

E drift  on  a summer  sea  calm  and  clear, 

Love  steers  our  barque  we  know  not  where. 
Through  clime  ethereal  is  woven  a spell 
O’er  hillside,  vale,  and  silvan  dell. 

Radiant  the  moments  with  joys  full  freight, 
Now  flown — we  part — too  late  ! too  late ! 

In  twilight’s  tranquil,  soft,  silvery  beam 
We  linger  still,  and  still  we  dream. 

Beautiful  dreams,  but,  at  last  we  awake, 

And  1 eternal  farewell  take, 

Sadly  to  wander  in  life’s  cheerless  scene 
Still  yearning  for  the  might  have  been. 

’Tis  love’s  perfect  bloom  that  knows  no  decay, 
Not  passion’s  beam  that  burns  for  a day. 
Kindred  our  spirits,  the  world  all  our  own — 
No  jar,  no  strife,  our  souls  are  one. 

But  we  cannot  enter  love’s  mystic  sphere, 

Its  door  is  barred — we  sever  here, 

On  its  very  threshold,  hand  clasping  hand, 

We  say  farewell — ’tis  Fate’s  command. 

Could  we  but  drift  on,  O relentless  Fate, 

To  Heaven’s  Harbor  and  Pearly  Gate, 

No  chord  would  be  lost  in  love’s  music  strain, 
No  severed,  link  in  love’s  mystic  chain. 

Rainbows  are  fading  in  love’s  azure  sky, 

Soft  winds  whisper,  “Goodbye — goodbye.” 
The  dreamy  day  has  flown,  alas  ! too  soon ; 
Lilies  droop  and  wanes  the  crescent  moon. 
Perhaps  beyond  this  planet  chill  and  drear, 
Beyond  life’s  sighs  and  tears — somewhere, 

We  two,  who  now  are  hopelessly  apart, 

Shall  meet  again — have  faith,  dear  heart. 
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THEY  NEITHER  TOIL  NOR  SPIN. 


MARGARET  E.  SANGSTER. 


HEY  neither  toil  nor  spin ; they  wear 
Their  loveliness  without  a care ; 

As  pure  as  when  the  Master’s  feet 
Were  set  amid  their  perfume  sweet. 
They  wait  within  the  gates  of  dawn 
Till  all  the  watching  stars  are  gone; 
Then  open  cups  of  honey  dew 
To  greet  the  morn’s  returning  hue. 


O fair,  wise  virgins  clothed  in  white, 

0 lilies,  fresh  from  looms  of  light, 

1 dearly  love  you  for  the  word 
That  stars  you  noted  of  the  Lord. 

I love  you  when  in  gold  and  red 
The  sunset  colors  o’er  you  spread ; 

Or  when,  like  fairly  sails  of  snow, 

The  river  rocks  you  to  and  fro. 

Ye  are  the  Master's  flowers  to  me, 

His  smile  upon  your  grace  I see. 

My  transient  discontent  I hush 
If  but  my  garments’  hem  ye  brush. 

And  everywhere  your  fragrance  brings 
This  message  from  the  King  of  Kings : 
“We  neither  toil  nor  spin,  and  ye, 

Who  spin  so  long  and  wearily, 

“Who  toil  amid  earth’s  grime  and  dust, 
Behold  a hallowed  arc  of  trust. 

Oh ! pause,  and  hear  the  Father  say 
His  angels  are  your  guides  today. 
While  worlds  in  matchless  order  move, 
Ye  shall  not  slip  from  sovereign  love; 
For  He  Who  bids  the  planets  sweep 
Cares  for  the  tiniest  babe  asleep.” 
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SAN  FRANCISCO  BY  THE  SEA. 


IDA  BELL. 


N April's  sixteenth  day  of  1906, 

As  the  infant  morn  was  breaking, 

Tho’  Easter’s  Sabbath  gave  no  warning, 
Came  the  trembling  of  our  earth’s  quaking, 
In  the  quaint  Golden  City  of  the  west, 

It  entered  with  its  fiery  breath, 

Strewing  massive  structures  as  if  less, 
Leaving  in  its  path  death,  horrible  death. 


Chorus. 


Oh  ! The  horrors  of  death, 

In  the  Golden  City ; 

No  tongue  can  ever  tell. 

Oh  ! may  God  on  her  have  pity. 

Amid  the  flames’  mighty  roaring 
Came  the  piteous  cries  of  the  dying, 

Fettered  by  timbers’  sudden  lowering 
And  little  children’s  wild  crying. 

The  policemen  were  hoarsely  urging 
The  gallant  firemen  to  the  scene ; 

While  soldiers  guard  the  surgings 
In  San  Francisco  by  the  sea. 

The  Almighty  Power  that  ruined  Frisco 
Has  wrecked  forever  my  life’s  tide ; 

When  it  blighted  my  coming  joy, 
Casting  to  the  flames  my  little  bride. 

As  she  was  torn  from  my  feeble  arms, 
All  she  said  was  simply  this, — 

“In  God’s  realm  there  is  no  harm, 

Only  peace  and  everlasting  bliss.” 


MAMMON. 


GEORGE  MERRIMAN. 


ONEY,  money ; give  me  money, 
Give  me  wealth  galore ; 

Then  shall  life  be  ever  merry, 
Dullness  known  no  more. 


Concerts,  parties,  dinners,  dances 
I will  give  to  men ; 

And  the  daintiest  of  dresses 
Shall  adorn  me  then. 


Never  let  the  time  seem  dragging, 

Let  my  life  be  glad, 

Let  my  merry  heart  keep  singing — 
Cares  may  make  me  sad. 

Deeper  thoughts  and  learned  thinking 
Leave  to  solemn  minds ; 

Men  who  know  not  life’s  gay  whirling, 
Joys  of  many  kinds. 

Thus  the  foolish  woman  prattles, 
Thinking  life  is  but  a dream. 

Naught  she  thinks  of  soul  immortal, 
Earthly  joys  are  all  she  loves. 

Deep  into  the  Sacred  Lorehead 
Plunges  she  the  cruel  thorns ; 

Never  hears  her  Saviour  pleading 
Lor  the  soul  she  thus  ignores. 

Yet  the  soul  is  everlasting, 

Time  can  never  it  destroy. 

When  we  lose  our  mortal  bodies 
We  ourselves  cease  not  to  live; 

But  the  light  of  Truth  exposes 
Us  as  we  have  made  ourselves ; 

Naked  come  to  God  for  judgment, 

Then  prepare  for  Heaven  or  Hell. 
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UNDER  THE  SNOW. 


CARRIE  BEAUCLERK  GEARY. 


N a ' whirling  throng  the  snow-flakes  fall 
Like  a white  shroud  over  the  earth, 
And  up  from  the  noisy  street  below 
Comes  the  sound  of  childish  mirth. 


Backward  my  sorrowful  thoughts  now  flv 
To  the  days  of  long  ago, 

When  side  by  side  with  you  I roved 
Over  the  ice  and  snow. 

Through  the  wild  Canadian  forests, 

Holding  your  hand  in  mine. 

(Wafted  in  memory  once  again 
Comes  the  breath  of  the  fragrant  pine). 

For  the  moment  I am  a child  again, 

As  each  well-rememhered  scene 

In  quick  review  I pass,  until 
Your  dear  face  comes  between. 

Then  I seem  to  see  your  lonely  grave, 

A new  mound  covered  .with  snow  ; 

My  heart  grows  sad,  my  eyes  grow  dim, 

And  the  bitter  tear-drops  flow. 

On  your  lowly  bed  in  Mt.  Hope  today 
The  snow-flakes  lie  deep  and  cold ; 

But  I know  that  peace  beyond  our  ken 
Doth  your  spirit  now  unfold. 

O Father ! I miss  you  more  todav 
Than  ever  before,  and  know 

That  the  hopes  and  fears  of  my  childhood’s  years 
Lie  under  the  drifting  snow. 
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AN  UNHAPPY  CHRISTMAS. 


JOHN  BYERS  RICE. 

LITTLE  girl,  a little  smile, 

Watching  for  her  mamma  all  the  while, 
A little  tear,  a little  cry, 

A little  choke,  it’s  about  to  die. 

To  a little  bed  a doctor  came 
To  save  her  life,  but  all  in  vain. 

That  same  night  she  passed  away, 

With  the  angels  forevermore  to  stay. 

A little  shoe,  a little  curl 

Is  all  that  is  left  of  our  baby  girl, 

Taken  away  on  Christmas  Eve, 

So  young — how  could  she  leave ! 

Christmas  is  the  saddest  day, 

For  then  my  child  was  taken  away. 

Toy  and  clothes  lay  about  the  floor, 
Things  to  keep  but  use  no  more. 

Sad  are  the  mother  and  father  now, 

And  they  often  wonder  how 
God  could  take  their  babe  away, 

On  their  once  happy  Christmas  day. 
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AN  ANGEL  POEM. 


MOSES  E.  CRONK. 


HE  poet  you  ask  to  write  for  you 
Is  all  dressed  in  white  and  fair  to  view. 

The  pen  in  her  hand  is  purest  gold — 

It  has  written  poems  for  a thousand  fold. 
The  pen  was  dipped  in  a flowing  flood 
Of  the  Savior's  soul-cleansing  blood. 

She  lives  in  a world  to  you  unknown, 

And  sings  Heaven’s  praises  on  the  Throne. 


CHORUS. 

This  is  a scene  in  the  City  of  Gold, 

Where  the  Shepherd  rejoices  within  the  fold  ; 
The  darkness  of  night  has  faded  away 
In  the  bright,  gleaming  light  of  Eternal  Day. 

* 

Many  are  the  voices  mingling  there — 

The  golden-tongued  trumpets’  notes  are  rare ; 
Thus  amid  the  harp  solos  so  sweet 
Doth  the  soft,  sweet  tones  of  the  notes  repeat 
Your  prayers  as  you  kneel  at  the  Savior’s  feet. 
Jesus  is  mine;  my  joy  is  complete, 

And  amid  the  loud  hosannas  that  ring, 

We  sing  the  praises  of  Jesus,  our  King. 
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A VOICE  AT  THE  TOMB. 


JOHN  MILTON  PENN. 

WEETHEART,  unto  thy  place  of  repose, 

Unmarked  save  by  this  cold  grey  stone 
Half  hidden  by  a blooming  sweet  wild  rose, 

Whose  beauty,  too  short  lived,  recalls  thy  own — 

I come  with  flowers  as  fresh  as  morning’s  dew 
To  deck  thy  silent  bed.  I love  thee,  dear, 

The  saddest  heart  still  ever  kind  and  true 
Is  beating  faintly  in  this  bosom  near. 

My  tears  fall  lavishly  upon  this  spot, 

Entombed  here  in  my  earthly  glory, 

And  of  a love  ill-fated,  unforgot, 

They  each  one  tell  the  same  sad  story. 

Death ! cruel  Death ! has  wrought  this  lingering  gloom 
Where  happiness  once  has  attended ; 

When  life  shall  all  these  bitter  woes  consume, 

Then  death  shall  have  the  breach  amended. 

When  I no  more  this  solemn  task  repeat, 

My  aged  limbs  shall  cease  to  shake  and  quiver, 

And  when  the  time  has  come  and  it  is  meet 
That  I shall  dwell  in  peace  with  thee  forever, 

Here  shall  I rest  beside  my  sleeping  fair, 

Here,  where  so  oft  I’ve  sighed  and  wept  alone ; 

For  here  dissolved  a true  and  loving  pair, 

And  timely  here  again  we  shall  atone. 
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A LITTLE  LOVE  SONG. 


JESSIE  A.  MILLARD  ENGLISH. 

Y heart  has' sung  to  you  all  day — 

Not  in  noisy,  boisterous  roundelay ; 

But  just  a little  gently  rippling  tune 
As  sings  a brook  on  lazy  day  in  June. 

You’ve  heard  a tiny  trilling  meadow  stream 
Purling  its  silvery  notes  as  in  a dream  ? 

All  day  it  sings  a little  loving  song, 

And  keeps  its  trickling,  tinkling  way  along. 

Enriching  as  it  goes,  and  gladdening  field  and  flower 
By  its  unwavering  steadiness  a constant  power ; 

And  so  to  you  has  sung  my  heart 

Sung  as  I’ve  worked — as  of  my  work  a part. 

My  heart  has  sung  this  song  to  you  all  day — 

This  little  song:  “I  love  you,  dear,  alway; 

I love  you,  love  you,  love  you,  dear.” 

Oh  ! don’t  you  hear  me  ? Can’t  you  hear  ? 

And  so  it  goes  toward  you  along, 

It  ripples  as  it  flows — my  happy  little  song. 

My  thought  goes  out  to  kiss  you 
To  tell  you  that  I miss  you. 

To  find  you  and  to  say  to  you,  “Dear  Heart, 

You  have  the  courage  to  act  well  your  part. 

You  can,  you  know  you  can,  be  strong  and  true !” 
And  thus  my  heart  sings  all  day.  long  to  you. 
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WHEN  MY  BOAT  REACHES  HOME. 


R.  E.  m’cANTS. 


H ! my  life  is  but  a voyage 
On  the  ocean  stream  of  life, 
And  my  boat  is  surely  gliding 
To  a Haven  Fair  and  Bright. 


When  I reach  the  shining  portals, 
And  no  more  my  spirit  roams, 

I shall  give  to  God  all  praises 
When  my  boat  reaches  Home. 


CHORUS. 

Oh  ! I need  Thee,  Blessed  Savior, 

In  life’s  journey  as  I roam, 

And  I’ll  give  Thee  all  the  praises 
When  my  boat  reaches  Home. 

There  are  depths  I cannot  fathom, 
There  are  rocks  I cannot  see ; 

But  my  Captain  calmly  whispers, 
“Never  fear,  but  trust  in  Me.” 

He  will  guide  me  safely  onward, 

Though  the  winds  around  me  moan ; 

And  I’ll  give  to  Him  all  praises 
When  my  boat  reaches  Home. 

Sinner,  friend,  Oh  ! come  to  Jesus, 

For  your  boat  is  sailing  wrong 

On  the  waves  of  dark  temptation, 
Compass,  chart  and  rudder  gone. 

He  will  give  you  peace  and  pardon, 
And  your  boat  will  breast  the  foam. 

Then  we’ll  sing  and  shout  his  praises, 
When  our  boats  are  safe  at  Home. 


SOUVENIR  LEAF  FROM  THE  TREE  OF  LIFE. 


J.  A.  m'gILVRAY  JOHNS. 


OOR  and  afflicted,  Lord,  Em  Thine, 
Among  the  great,  unfit  to  shine ; 

But  tho’  the  world  may  think  it  strange, 
I would  not  with  the  world  exchange. 


Poor  and  afflicted,  ’tis  my  lot, 

I know  it,  but  I murmur  not ; 

’Twould  ill  become  me  to  refuse 
The  lot  my  Master  deigned  to  choose. 


Poor  and  afflicted,  but  ere  long 
I'll  join  yon  bright,  Celestial  Throng; 
My  sufferings  will  then  reach  a close, 
And  Heaven  afford  me  sweet  repose. 

Here  doubts  and  fears,  a gloomy  band, 
Beset  my  soul  on  every  hand ; 

Jehovah  Jireh,  still  can  trace, 
Unfathomed  wisdom,  power  and  grace. 

Spirit  of  Mercy,  Truth  and  Love, 

Oh ! shed  Thine  influence  from  above  ; 
And  on  my  pilgrimage  convey 
The  wonders  of  eternal  day. 

With  Christ  my  Shibboleth  Pll  stand 
On  Jordan’s  banks — no  sinking  sand; 
Pll  brave  the  rolling,  swelling  tide, 

And  shout  in  triumph — “Jesus  died  !" 


Then  shall  I see  the  “Reason  Why” 
The  shades  of  night  ’fore  sunshine  fly; 
The  cup  of  joy  with  sorrow  mixed 
By  an  eternal  law  that’s  fixed. 

Oh ! how  I long  to  go  and  see 
The  Lamb  of  God  who  died  for  me ; 
To  walk  with  Him  in  realms  of  bliss, 
And  see  and  know  Him  as  He  is ! 
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DORA. 


• / 


KATE  G.  LAFFITTE. 


UAINT  little  saintly  Dora, 

With  curls  pinned  up  secure, 

In  kerchief  snowy,  and  gown  of  gray, 

And  small  feet  crossed  demure ; 

With  ringless  fingers,  and  lashes  drooped, 
Her  rosary  over  her  bosom  looped, 

No  saint  could  be  more  far  away, 

No  nun  more  meek  and  pure. 


Bad  little,  mad  little  Dora, 

With  eyes  like  sparkling  wine, 

With  white  arms  bare  and  tumbled  hair, 
And  red  lips  tempting  mine ; 

Bedecked  with  gems  to  her  flying  feet, 

She  sways  to  the  music  maddening  sweet, 
The  world  holds  nothing  half  so  fair, 

So  fragrant  and  so  fine. 

Dear  little,  queer  little  Dora, 

Pouting  or  gay  or  sad, 

Dancing  or  telling  her  shining  beads, 

Merry  or  meek  or  mad ; 

She’s  all  the  world  to  this  heart  o’  mine, 

In  any  mood  she  is  half  divine ; 

I’ll  follow  her  no  matter  where  she  leads, 
Just  loving  her  keeps  me  glad. 
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LELA,  THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  PRAIRIE. 


PROF.  JAMES  REED  DILLS. 

HAVE  found  me  a true  love  so  graceful  and  fair 
That  I know  of  no  other  who  can  with  her  compare; 
And  she  blooms  in  her  modesty  down  the  green  way 
Where  the  birds  sing  so  happily  all  the  dear  day ; 

Where  the  honey-bee  roves  and  the  bright  butterfly 
In  the  golden  light  under  the  blue  of  the  sky  ; 

And  'tis  Lela,  my  true  love,  my  heart’s  sweetest  rest, 
She’s  the  Flower  of  the  Prairie,  the  gem  of  my  breast. 

Like  the  stem  of  the  lily,  my  Lela  stands  tall ; 

Her  waist,  it  is  slender,  her  tripping  feet  small. 

Her  eyes  are  the  tint  that  the  violet  shows, 

And  her  lips  are  the  hue  of  a pretty  pink  rose ; 

And  the  locks  of  my  Lela  are  fair  as  the  blooms 
That  wave  up  so  bright  in  the  golden-rod  plumes ; 

And  Lela’s  my  true  love,  my  heart's  sweetest  rest, 

She’s  the  Flower  of  the  Prairie,  the  gem  of  my  breast. 

I am  happy,  so  happy,  I bless  the  wild  hours 
To  wear  on  my  bosom  this  rapture  of  flowers! 

There’s  a light  on  the  world  that  is  new,  is  divine, 

Now  my  darling  has  whispered,  “I  love  thee,  I’m  thine.” 
There's  a feeling  like  dreaming  of  Heaven  Above, 

’Tis  the  charm  of  her  beauty,  the  bliss  of  her  love; 

And  Lela’s  my  true  love,  my  heart’s  sweetest  rest, 
She’s  the  Flower  of  the  Prairie,  the  gem  of  my  breast. 

Closer  lie  on  my  breast  in  the  far  prairie  bower, 

And  give  me  thy  kisses,  my  lovely  young  flower, 

While  the  sweet  scenes  are  ’round  us  of  prairie  and  sky, 
And  the  season’s  glad  voices  melt  mellowly  by, 

And  the  Okaw  is  flowing  through  fair  Illinois. 

It  was  here  that  I found  thee,  my  blossom  of  joy. 

O Lela,  my  true  love,  my  heart’s  sweetest  rest, 

O my  Flower  of  the  Prairie,  the  gem  of  my  breast ! 
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LOVE  RULES  OR  BREAKS  THE  HEART. 


PHON.  TEMPLE. 

OOR  dear  one ! right  from  the  center  of  my  broken  heart, 
Throbbing  with  grief  and  pain  that  such  love  must  part, 
Comes  a dying  wail  of  woe  from  the  spot  so  tender  and  sore, 
That  mandate  Heaven  or  laws  of  man  grant  such  love  no  more. 
True  love  the  heart  makes,  pure  love  the  heart  will  break! 

Such  love  I won  and  lost  the  thirst  for  gold  to  slake. 

Burning  tears  from  memory’s  page  now  scorch  and  stain  my  face, 
Since  my  love  I basely  cast  away  for  gold,  and  heart  is  out  of  place. 
Thoughts  which  life  can  nevermore  from  my  shattered  mind  efface, 
Distract  brain  and  heart  till  there  is  love  no  more  for  one  of  manly 
race ; 

To  love  and  be  loved  is  bliss  supreme — Heaven  on  our  earth; 

To  love  and  lose  is  dire  and  dark : — we  madly  regret  our  birth. 

When  I think  of  your  true  and  noble  heart  for  love  now  astray, 

I can  but  mutely  plead  with  Heaven  Above  and  say : 

“I  know,  dear  friend,  just  how  you  feel;  we  love  but  once  on 
earth, 

Nature  indeed  should  never  permit  such  love  to  have  its  birth.” 
Now  wed  the  woman  if  you  will,  love  we  know  is  vain. 

Once  I loved — Heaven  forgive  me ! I will  never  love  again. 

I live  in  endless  days  and  ever  sleepless  night ; 

He  whom  I loved  as  life  is  never  from  me  quite. 

Methinks  I hear  him  ask  with  a noble  lover  ’s  pain, 

“For  gold  you  break  two  loving  hearts,  burst  love’s  holy  chain?” 
Too  late,  my  love,  the  deed  is  done,  Heaven  blot  out  the  sight! 

He  laughed  and  cried  his  mind  away  and  all  Heaven  thought  it 
right. 
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PRAYER. 


JENNIE  H.  BRAGDON. 

ESTRAINING  prayer  we  cease  to  fight; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armor  bright ; 
And  if  we  seek  our  Father’s  Face, 

Then  He  will  give  us  needed  grace. 

Prayer  lifts  our  hopes  to  Heaven  Above, 
Prayer  fills  our  hearts  with  perfect  love ; 
It  takes  away  our  lonely  night, 

It  makes  our  pathway  Oh ! so  bright. 

Let  nothing  keep  our  lips  from  prayer ; 

In  all  our  sorrows  God  will  share. 

In  all  our  ways  acknowledge  Him ; 

He'll  keep  our  hearts  from  every  sin. 

Prayer  gives  us  courage  when  we're  faint, 

It  is  for  sinners  or  for  saint; 

It  is  God’s  way  to  help  us  here, 

It  is  God’s  Spirit  draws  us  near. 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 
May  I thy  consolation  share ! 

Then  strength  to  me  ‘it  will  impart, 

And  purify  and  cleanse  my  heart. 
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WHILE  WE  WERE  SCHOOLMATES. 


CHARLES  W.  LITTEN. 


HILE  we  were  schoolmates  in  a school-house  far  away, 
It  was  there  I learned  to  love  them  day  by  day ; 


But  those  years  when  we  were  schoolmates  have  passed  and  gone 
for  aye ; 

When  upon  the  school-house  grounds  wq  used  to  play. 


Bring  me  back  my  schooldays,  his  all  Ed  ask  of  you. 

I’d  be  glad  for  the  pleasures  of  those  years,  Alas ! too  few. 
How  happy  I should  be  to  be  a boy  once  more ! 

I’d  help  my  father  on  the  farm  more  cheerfully  than  of  yore. 


My  mother  standing  in  the  door,  I well  remember,  too. 

She’d  watch  me  hurry  off  at  morn  till  I was  lost  to  view. 

Life  is  nearly  o’er  for  me ; soon  I’ll  leave  my  earthly  home, 

And  when  I reach  that  Land  Above  with  my  schoolmates  I want 
to  roam. 
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OUT  IN  GOD’S  GARDEN  SWEET  AND  FAIR. 


LOTTIE  A.  SEYMOUR. 

WAS  leisurely  strolling  along  one  day 
Where  the  brightest  sunshine  seemed  to  stray, 

And  the  wild  flowers  nodded,  and  seemed  to  say, 
‘‘Good  evening ! I am  glad  you  have  come  my  way/’ 

What  a beautiful  garden  God  has  made 
So  full  of  gifts  for  you  and  me ! 

I wonder  if  everyone  does  not  see 
The  lovely  flowers  and  shady  tree ; 

A place  a traveler  ofttimes  may  rest, 

And  I wonder  if  his  mind  is  impressed 
With  the  wonderful  works  of  the  Divine, 

Whatever  is  made  for  all  mankind. 

’Tis  a blessing,  where  all  is  so  fair,  to  be, 

And  the  praise,  O Father,  is  all  of  Thee. 

And  birds,  they  warble  their  sweetest  songs, 

And  the  little  brook  goes  dancing  along. 

Blind  indeed  must  surely  be 

Those  who  cannot  beauty  in  nature  see, 

The  marvelous  grandeur  everywhere 
On  the  towering  mountain  or  valley  fair. 

Where  all  alike  thy  beauty  may  share. 

My  heart  is  touched  with  a feeling  divine 
At  the  gifts  so  abundantly  that  e’er  entwine 
Around  our  pathway  everywhere. 

Let  us  never  a moment  those  precious  hours 
idle  away  while  life  is  ours  ; 

For  to  live  and  learn  is  a lesson  grand, 

That  the  meaning  of  life  we  may  yet  understand. 
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LAMENT. 


S.  J.  HARRY. 


USH,  ye  sighing  of  the  winds,  I’m  very  sad  today: 

I cannot  work,  so  let  me  weep  for  my  darling,  sweet  Marie ; 
She  has  only  gone  before  me  to  that  Heavenly  Home  Above, 
Where  some  day  we  hope  to  meet  her,  and  dwell  in  eternal  love ; 
Grief  cannot  fill  her  vacant  chair,  nor  give  us  back  our  gem ; 

We  know  the  Lord  will  guide  her  there  until  we  meet  again. 


Oh  ! wandering  clouds  and  sunshine  fair,  have  ye  no  word  for  me  ? 
Oh!  joy  and  sorrow,  could  I but  know,  will  this  forever  be? 

I stand  alone  forever-more  in  this  my  worldly  home 
Awaiting  anxiously  the  day  when  the  grim  reaper  comes. 

I listen  to  the  sounds  I hear,  and  from  each  one  refrain, 

And  weep  to  know  her  familiar  voice  I shall  never  hear  again. 

Grieve  on,  ye  friends  she  loved  so  dear,  she  lieth  the  grass  be- 
neath, 

That  heart  so  true  that  loved  you  all,  the  violets  have  its  breath. 
How  sad  the  day  she  left  us  to  join  the  Hosts  Above! 

We  thought  our  hearts  would  break  to  lose  our  precious  love; 

But  gloom  will  cast  its  shadows  o’er  the  home  where  loved  ones  die, 
And  sadness  reigns  at  times  you  know,  that  causes  the  heart  to 
sigh. 

Sigh  on,  ye  friends  she  loved  so  dear,  don’t  forget  some  day 
This  human  form  God  gave  us,  will  be  but  a mould  of  clay ; 

We  hear  the  rippling  of  the  streams  and  singing  of  the  birds, 

But  never  hear  that  dear  sweet  voice  that  we  so  often  heard. 

Oh!  love  and  sorrow  today  and  tomorrow,  must  ye  forever  be? 
Oh  ! wandering  heart  and  sweet  Marie,  how  I long  for  thee ! 


CHRISTMAS. 


CHARLES  A.  CURTIS. 

OW  we  hail  the  sacred  morn 
Of  the  day  when  Christ  was  born  ! 
Through  the  ages  all  along 
Comes  to  us  the  angels’  song, 

“Peace  on  earth;  to  all  good  will!” 

How  those  words  our  hearts  do  fill 
With  love  for  all  the  human  race, 

While  we  trust  the  Saving  Grace 
Of  Jesus  Who  for  sinners  died, 

Of  Jesus  Who  was  crucified. 

Though  once  He  drew  a dying  breath, 

He  hath  conquered  sin  and  death, 

And  now  He  sits  upon  a Throne 
Waiting  to  receive  His  own. 

His  own  are  all  who  will  believe, 

These  His  promises  receive. 

Then  speed  we  the  tidings  to  all  on  earth 
Of  our  blessed  Saviour’s  birth, 

That  all  the  world  may  their  tributes  brin 
To  our  Saviour,  God,  and  King, 
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THE  VOICE  OF  LOVE. 


m 


JOHN  BROWN  SMITH. 

Y pulsing  heart  for  darling  laves,  with  mundane  motion's 
rolling  waves. 

Our  voices  rainbow  love  hath  found,  that  chords  with  every 
octave  sound ; 

My  love  is  spoken  from  the  soul — its  tunes  are  chords  of  One 
Great  Whole ; 

Our  hands  and  souls  in  union  wound — ’tis  mortal  by  immortal 
bound ; 

With  flames  of  love  within  ns  lighted  our  troth  for  weal  or  woe 
is  plighted ; 

In  trust  and  confidence  we  woo,  ’cause  love  unselfish  e’er  is  true. 


My  darling  sweet,  intended  bride,  thou  shalt  be  helpmeet  by  my 
side. 

Our  joys  together  we  shall  share,  our  sorrows  each  shall  help  to 
bear ; 

Without  a discord  for  alloy,  our  marriage  bells  shall  ring  with  joy. 

In  love’s  sweet  freedom  we  will  pair ; to  conscience  follow  we  will 
dare ; 

With  charity  within  us  teeming,  our  honeymoon  shall  keep  a 
beaming, 

Remaining  through  our  married  life  the  golden  rule  for  man  and 
wife. 


With  lips  to  lips  we’ll  sweetly  kiss,  and  feel  the  tingling  thrills  of 
bliss ; 

Like  needle  to  magnetic  pole,  our  love  outflows  from  deeps  of  soul ; 

Our  hearts  together  sweetly  press  in  throbbing  thrills  of  love’s 
caress. 

Our  joy  and  ecstacy  of  love  from  soul’s  artesian  founts  doth  move ; 

Our  hopes  and  aspirations  tingle  with  sweet  celestial  bliss  they 
mingle ; 

Our  unison  of  feelings  find  that  love  our  beings  hath  combined. 

By  Cupid’s  compass  we  are  led  to  live  in  freedom  when  we  wed ; 

We’ve  promised  that  we  would  so  move,  that  children  would  be 
born  of  love ; 

We’ll  man  reform  by  using  leav’n,  of  love  as  used  in  courts  of 
Heav’n  ; 

By  care  and  culture  of  the  race  the  faults  of  man  we  can  erase ; 

Lor  human  race  regeneration,  doth  flow  from  perfect  generation  ; 

Unselfish  love  is  nature’s  plan ; 'twill  bring  millenium  to  man. 
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THE  SAN  FRANCISCO  EARTHOUAKF,. 


MERWIN  J.  PULVER. 

REMEMBER  that  horrible  day, 

When  the  earthquake  came  our  way, 

And  San  Francisco  into  ruin  fell. 

It  was  such  an  awful  sight, 

To  see  the  firemen  fight, 

But  they  kept  on,  and  knew  they  were  doing  well. 
But  the  fire  had  got  ahead, 

And  I think  that  you  have  read 

That  many  people  died  that  sad,  sad  day. 

The  trouble  now  is  o'er ; 

God  knows  we  want  no  more, 

For  my  heart  each  day  is  aching  with  pain, 

As  I think  of  that  sad  day, 

When  the  earthquake  came  our  way, 

And  people  acted  as  though  they  were  insane. 

God  bless  “Hearst"  with  eyes  so  bright, 

Who  helped  us  through  the  fight, 

With  money  and  supplies  those  awful  days ! 
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THE  SABBATH  DAY. 


KATE  COLYN. 

EMEMiBER  in  His  worships  the  Day  of  the  Lord. 
No  gift  with  your  hands  at  His  feet  can  you  lay 
More  welcome  than  to  bless  His  holy  day, 

Meet  tribute  where  souls  affection  progress. 

Whatever  you  do  for  the  lowly  on  earth 
Let  for  the  Christ  in  His  worship  be  done. 

When  angels  appear  in  a glorious  throng 

Hear  Heaven’s  glad  message,  Redemption's  sweet  son 

Where  we  hardships  in  patience  endure, 

The  blood  of  the  Cross  makes  the  soul  more  pure, 
Sabbath  of  rest  in  the  Mansions  Above, 

Obedient  service  to  the  God  of  Love. 


CUFFEE’S  SERMON. 


IDA  BLANCHE  WALL. 


'S  a gwine  to  talk  de  truth,  so  don't  git  vex ! 
Nigger,  set  down  while  I read  de  text! 

I mus'  reason  wid  you,  ’dultrer  tief  an'  ting, 
De  brucka,  chicken,  watermilon  an'  peach 
Your  cubetous  hand  can  easy  reach ; 

Your  'ceitful  tongue  always  slippin’  dem  lie; 
But,  nigger,  tinner's  sholy  got  to  die ! 


Be  keerful  how  you  mate  wid  anoeler  man's  wife. 
It  brings  to  dem  both  ’struction  an’  strife  ; 

Pray  fer  de  wisdom  of  Solomon,  an'  den, 

Like  him  you  can  count  'em  by  de  five  an’  ten. 
Dem  ole  patriack  been  wicked  liker  we, 

House  swarm  wid  'oman  like  hive  wid  de  bee, 
An'  so  it  is  from  de  cradle  to  de  grave — 
Forbidden  fruit  is  de  ting  we  crave. 

Ramble  in  de  night,  if  it’s  chicken  dat  you  love ; 
Like  ’Lijah’s  raven,  dey’U  fall  from  above; 

But  ef  you’s  put  on  de  gang,  or  in  de  cell, 

Nigger,  you’ll  sholy  bound  for  hell ! 

De  call  “come  to  glory”  judgment  day  morn, 
“Sinner  lef’  out,”  says  Gabriel’s  horn ; 

But  we’ll  breakfast’  up  dar  ef  Roos’velt's  able 
To  seat  we  'round  de  buckra  table. 
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THE  INFIDEL’S  HAPPY  CONVERSION. 


EDWARD  CAMPBELL  PRIGG. 


HAVE  traveled  o’er  this  lonely  earth, 
True  happiness  to  gain; 

I’ve  tried  the  halls  of  sinful  mirth, 

But  all,  all  in  vain. 

*0  Lord,  I call  on  Thee, 

To  set  my  troubled  spirit  free, 

See  the  praise  I’ll  give  to  Thee, 

Glory  to  His  name. 


I have  wandered  in  the  paths  of  sin, 
Wearied  and  distressed, 

A wicked  sinner  I have  been, 

I never  could  find  rest. 

Cruel  unbelief, 

Filled  my  sin-sick  soul  with  grief, 

Lord,  is  there  no  relief, 

Is  there  no  peace? 

I then  turned  to  my  blessed  Lord, 

And  praised  Him  night  and  day, 

I then  read  God's  Holy  Word, 

Which  taught  me  how  to  pray. 

Here  came  quick  relief, 

With  joyful  shouts  I then  could  say, 
“Farewell  to  sin  and  grief, 

All  sin  is  wrashed  away.” 

I’ll  praise  now  my  Lord  and  King, 
Salvation’s  full  and  free, 

• His  praises  I’ll  forever  sing, 

For  His  great  love  to  me. 

And  when  we  meet  our  friends  on  High, 
With  loved  ones  ne’er  to  sever, 

With  tears  wiped  from  every  eye, 

We’ll  praise  God  forever. 
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JOHN  12:46.  I AM  COME,  A LIGHT  INTO  THE  WORLD. 

MRS.  ALBERT  KETCHUM. 


H ! never  beamed  a ray  so  bright, 
Oh ! never  shone  so  clear  a light, 

As  when  the  Savior  came  to  bless, 

The  world  with  His  own  Righteousness ; 
Earth  and  Heaven  reflect  the  rays, 

That  flash  when  He  receiveth  praise. 


Now  roll  in  sweetest  numbers  bright, 
The  songs  that  angels  sing  in  light, 
All  centered  in  the  glorious  theme 
“Jesus  died  foes  to  redeem.'1 
Was  ever  such  amazing  love, 

Except  in  Heaven's  Courts  above? 


4 


Now  let  earth's  hosts,  the  sons  of  light, 
•Tell  how  He  left  those  Realms  so  Bright, 
Coming  to  earth  to  save  a race, 

Bringing  them  into  love  by  grace. 

From  sinfulness  and  sin’s  dark  way, 

Into  the  light  of  Perfect  Day. 


1 
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MEMORIES. 


KATIE  MELVIN  QUINN. 


MOUND  and  stone  and  violets, 
A bird’s  song  in  the  air. 

Where  little  children  wander  oft 
To  gather  flowers  there. 

A clover  field  beyond  the  hedge 
Painted  by  fairy  hands, 

A silver  brook  that  murmurs  low, 
Soft  music  to  the  lands. 


No  mound,  no  stone,  no  violets, 

To  tell  of  those  who  sleep ; 

Green  rippling  waves  that  ever  rock 
The  cradle  of  the  deep. 

Mirrored  the  stars  on  still,  clear  nights, 
That  sea  grave  peaceful  where 
Upon  the  sands  and  changing  tides 
Murmur  a ceaseless  prayer. 


No  mound,  no  stone,  no  violets, 

No  child  or  bird  or  star, 

A spot  where  memory  forgets 
What  Spring  and  Summer  are. 

Deeper  it  lies  than  deep  sea  graves, 

F rom  land  and  sea  apart ; 

A silent  lonely  unmarked  grave, 

A grave  within  the  heart. 

The  churchyard  graves,  where  flowers  bloom, 
And  birds  sing  in  the  trees, 

The  sea  waves  where  the  white-winged  ships 
Float  ever  in  the  breeze, 

May  mark  a spot  the  sight  of  which 
Will  cause  the  tears  to  start; 

But  deeper,  sadder  graves  than  these, 
Ofttimes  lie  in  the  heart. 
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A BEAUTIFUL  VISION. 


LEONA  JENSEN. 


AST  night  as  I gazed  at  the  heavens, 

I saw  a vision  fair ; 

’Twas  my  mother  with  her  babe  on  her  breast, 
As  she  sat  in  the  twilight  there. 


Since  then  I have  prayed,  but  prayed  in  vain ; 
She  will  never  come  back  to  me  again. 


She  looked  as  she  did  years  ago, 

With  her  pale  face  and  jet  black  hair. 

I saw  her  that  night,  but  never  again 
Shall  I see  her  face  so  fair. 

O mother ! come  back  to  your  children  once  more ! 
Come  back,  come  to  your  own  cottage  door ! 


Oft  in  dreams  I have  heard  thy  voice ; 

But  ’twas  only  a dream,  that’s  all. 

I seemed  to  feel  thy.  loving  touch, 

And  to  hear  a mother  call, 

Calmly  asleep  with  thy  babe  on  thy  breast, 
Thou  hast  now  a calm  and  peaceful  rest. 
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A NEW  SONG. 


MRS.  DWINAL  P.  ALLEN. 


HE  shadows  lie  dark  o’er  the  meadow, 
The  sun  is  sinking  to  rest 
Away  in  the  distant  gateway 
Of  the  beautiful  glowing  west. 

I want  you,  my  darling,  my  darling, 

The  day  is  over  and  done, 

Come  to  me,  love,  with  the  twilight, 
With  the  setting  of  the  sun. 


Sweetly  the  thrush  notes  are  singing 
Over  the  river  so  clear, 

A flow  of  sweet  memories  bringing 
Of  days  when  we  two  lingered  here. 
The  old  bridge  still  stands  o’er  the  river, 
Its  rail  has  sunk  to  decay ; 

The  sun  disappears,  o’er  the  hilltops, 
And  I must  be  up  and  away. 


No  more  shall  we  stand  by  the  river, 

The  old  days  forever  are  gone ; 

But  some  day  we  shall  meet  up  in  Heaven, 
And  a glorious  morning  will  dawn. 

We  shall  know  why  on  earth  we  were  parted 
Why  life  seemed  dreary  and  long ; 

With  our  lives  and  hearts  reunited 

We  will  sing  with  our  Lord  a new  song. 
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A ROSE. 


EUGENE  KIPPAX 


H ! I place  this  little  token 
That  of  thee  hath  ever  spoken 
Near  my  heart  that’s  nearly  broken, 
Near  my  broken  heart  to  rest ; 
Tho’  it’s  faded  and  decaying, 

Yet  my  memory  is  obeying 
Each  sweet  tho’t  it  is  conveying, 

As  I place  it  in  my  breast. 

Sweet  remembrances  are  clinging 
’Round  each  soft  rose  petal,  bringing 
Faint  perfume,  thru  soft  air  winging, 
That  breathes,  dear,  of  only  thee. 
Oh ! I’ll  keep  thy  fading  flower 
With  its  fragrant  thrilling  power, 
Keep  it  thru  each  lonely  hour 
That  thou  art  denied  to  me. 


SPRINGTIME. 


GOLDIA  MAYS. 

PRING  is  here  with  grasses  growing 
Singing  birds  and  flowers  abloom ; 
Sparkling  brooklets  swiftly  flowing, 

All  nature  is  in  tune. 

On  the  hilltop  are  daisies  blooming, 
O’er  the  plains  are  buttercups ; 

Trees  their  tiny  leaves  unfolding, 

Springtime  says  to  all,  “Wake  up!” 

• * 

All  the  crickets  are  gladly  chirping, 
While  the  katydids  merrily  sing ; 

The  evening  breezes  are  softly  wafting 
The  melodious  song,  “It  is  spring.” 

Hark ! I hear  some  children  laughing ; 

Over  hill  and  plain  they  go, 
Gathering  flowers  in  their  baskets, 
Singing,  “It  is  spring  once  more.” 
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TWILIGHT  MEMORIES. 


DORA  PAYNE. 

IS  twilight,  and  stars  are  twinkling 
Thro'  the  azure  blue  profound, 

And  Vesper  from  her  urn  is  sprinkling 
Dew-drops  on  the  foliage  round. 

Dew-drops  bright,  like  diamonds  glowing 
'Neath  the  pale  moon's  cloudless  light, 
Fragrant  dew-drops,  radiance  throwing 
On  the  shades  of  coming  night. 

The  evening  winds  are  slowly  creeping 
Thro'  the  autumn's  fading  bower, 

Where  Floral  spirits  lone  are  keeping 
Vigils  o'er  the  dying  flower ; 

And  now  my  throbbing  brain  is  teeming 
With  the  thoughts  of  buried  years; 

Thoughts  more  sad  than  sorrow's  dreaming — 
Thoughts  that  blind  my  eves  with  tears. 

For  memory  fond  is  dimly  tracing 
On  her  tablet  pale  and  drear, 

Each  by-gone  scene  that  Time’s  effacing 
Finger  yet  has  failed  to  blur ; 

Scenes  deep-fraught  with  untold  pleasures, 

Scenes  still  dear  to  you  and  me, 

Bright  scenes  that  now  are  sad  heart  treasures, 
Locked  up  in  each  memory. 

With  all  the#pathos  of  a feeling, 

Deep  imbued  with  love  divine, 

In  fancy's  eye,  again  you  are  kneeling 
By  my  side  as  at  a shrine ; 

While  thy  grand  dark  eye  seems  beaming 
With  affection's  holy  light, 

Gently,  truly,  nobly  gleaming 
With  a love-lit  radiance  bright. 


TRIBUTE  TO  HOPE. 


ANNIE  MURPHY. 

OPE  on  ever, 

Though  bright  stars  have  set ; 

Hope  on  ever, 

There  is  peace  for  thee  yet. 
Somewhere  in  the  vastness 

Where  thoughts  must  all  be  met, 
There  is  one  bright  spirit  waiting 
To  say,  “I  love  you  yet.” 

Looking  westward  where  the  sun 
Leaves  the  ocean  with  regret, 

Still  speaking  of  the  morning, 

Seems  to  say,  “I  love  you  yet.” 

So  hope  on  ever, 

Though  clouds  may  come  and  gloam, 
Yet  the  bright  star  of  Bethlehem 
Shall  lead  the  shepherds  home. 
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THE  WORLD’S  CALL. 


JAS.  L.  OVERLY,  JR. 


U 


* 


ORK,  work  hard,  work  harder” ; 

Seems  to  be  the  world's  great  cry. 

Work  we  must  to  overcome 

That  which  besets  both  you  and  I. 

For  no  matter  where  we  look, 

Naught  but  work  stares  us  in  the  face, 
Since  from  the  Garden  of  Eden 
Was  banished  the  human  race. 

But  one  consolation, 

To  all  of  us  there  yet  remains, 

God  gave  to  all  mankind 
A factor  we  all  call  brains. 

And  no  matter  how  hard 
The  task  we  wish  to  achieve, 

The  energy  of  the  brain  arises  to  it 
And  the  hardship  relieves. 

We  work  for  success  on  earth, 

Which  seems  to  be  our  whole  desire. 
And  most  of  us  forget, 

That  which  is  of  value  still  higher. 

So  work,  and  work  hard, 

This  world  for  God  to  reclaim ; 

That  a home  eternallv 

In  the  end,  we  all  may  gain. 
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TO  MY  POET  FRIENDS. 
Authors  of  this  Volume. 


w.  H.  APPERLEY. 


EAR  Friends,  do  you  know  the  cause  of  all  woe, 
How  the  heart  may  sicken  and  pine, 

As  the  years  come  and  go  in  one  ceaseless  flow, 
As  we  sail  on  the  river  of  time? 


Oh ! let  the  heart  swell,  the  truth  I will  tell : 

My  soul  is  happy  today, 

As  the  stars  shine  above,  the  heart  feeds  upon  love, 
Or  wearies  and  pines  away. 

But  life  is  so  sweet,  serene,  and  complete, 

When  love  points  the  path  to  tread. 

All  nature  is  bright,  filled  full  of  delight, 

When  love  to  duty  we  wed. 

Oh ! listen  to  me : if  the  soul  would  be  free, 

And  soar  to  Realms  Afar. 

Just  open  your  eyes  to  the  bright  blue  skies, 

And  trust  your  guiding  star. 

The  flowers  that  bloom  011  every  tomb 
With  love  and  fragrance  divine, 

Will  speak  to  the  soul  as  centuries  roll, 

And  swallow  the  thoughts  of  time. 

The  hearts  that  are  dead  again  shall  be  fed, 

From  the  stream  that  never  runs  dry. 

The  clouds  and  the  rain  come  never  in  vain ; 

They  herald  a Brighter  Sky. 

The  birds  and  the  flowers  need  sunshine  and  showers, 
To  make  their  life  complete ; 

And  we  in  our  turn  this  lesson  must  learn, 

That  life  is  both  bitter  and  sweet. 
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THE  VOICE  THAT  CAME  O’ER  EDEN. 


R.  L.  HAWKINS. 


m 


ITH  a deep  and  sacred  stillness 
There  came  the  Voice  Sublime, 
That  soothed  hearts'  dull  illness 
There  in  the  morn  of  time. 


The  voice  that  came  o’er  Eden 
With  an  echo  pure,  refined, 

■The  heart  of  man  to  gladden. 

The  Voice  was  Sweet,  Divine. 

The  nooks,  the  rills,  the  river 
That  flowed  beneath  His  feet, 

Foretold  of  God,  the  Giver, 

That  Voice  the  rills  repeat. 

It  was  so  sublime  in  its  meaning 
That  all  nature  rested  still. 

It  brought  a radiant  beaming 
To  the  brooks  and  to  the  rill. 

It  speaks  down  through  all  creation, 
That  makes  the  nations  fear, 

Brings  tidings  of  salvation 
The  mournful  heart  to  cheer. 

It  was  a Joyous  Tiding 

That  was  borne  upon  the  wind, 

To  all  the  earth  abiding, 

Came  from  Above  Divine. 
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TO  A FLOWER. 


G.  FRANCIS  KRAMPER. 

LOSSOM,  O beautiful  flow’ ret, 
Send  forth  the  odors  of  spring; 
Perfume  the  evening  breezes. 

Hark ! how  the  birdies  sing ! 

Send  me  a spell  of  enchantment, 
Banish  all  sorrows  away ; 

Whisper  the  secrets  of  nature, 
Welcome  the  closing  day. 

Close  not  your  sweet  eyes  in  slumber, 
Moonbeams  steal  over  the  lea, 
Coming  to  pay  you  a visit 
Paying  their  tribute  to  thee. 

Whisper,  O sweet  little  flowTet, 

Now  to  the  moonbeams  so  fair, 
Scorn  not  on  me  an  intruder ; 

Let  me  your  secret  now  share. 

Sweet  is  the  story  you  tell  me, 

Love  is  the  one  sacred  theme; 

Ah  ! in  the  language  of  flowers, 

Life  is  a ne’er  ending  dream. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


281 


TO  MY  MOTHER. 


ANDREW  THOMPSON  DOUTHETT. 


LILY  that  in  Heav'n  was  born, 

A rose  without  a single  thorn, 

A flow'r  to  deck  an  angel's  breast, 

And  there  in  beauty  ever  rest ; 

A ruby  from  the  Realms  Above, 

That  represents  Celestial  Love, 

A diamond  sparkling  in  the  light 
Of  Heav'nly  wisdom,  truth  and  right, 

A priceless  pearl,  and  well  it  might 
Rest  on  a brow  of  spotless  white ; 

An  infant's  smile,  that  in  the  night 
Tells  of  eternal  homes  so  bright, 

A note  a seraph  once  let  fall 
That  floated  o'er  the  jewel  wall 
And  came  to  earth  to  let  us  know 
Our  Heav'nly  Father  loves  us  so, 

A tender  kiss  of  holy  love, 

Recorded  by  a Hand  Above ! 

These  few  thought  gems,  my  mother  dear, 
Upon  thy  head  I place  with  cheer. 
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A VISION  OF  HEAVEN. 


ANDREW  THOMPSON  DOUTHETT. 

Dedicated  to  Misses  Anna  and  Margaret  Douthett,  my  Mother  and 

Miss  Miriam  Rosalind  Douthett. 


AR  across  the  shining  waters 
The  Celestial  Hills  arise, 

With  the  domes  and  pillared  temples 
Sparkling  in  our  Paradise. 

I can  see  the  Saviour  standing, 

And  His  face  is  all  aglow 

With  the  radiance  redeemed  ones 
In  that  Land  shall  ever  know. 


Chorus : 

Oh,  believe  me ! eye  hath  not  seen, 
And  the  heart  of  man  can’t  know, 
Nor  human  mind  hope  to  divine 
God’s  love  for  His  own  below. 


Right  beside  Him  are  sweet  children, 
And  they  look  into  His  face, 

While  He  ever  smiles  upon  them 
With  His  Majesty  of  Grace; 

And  I see  a matchless  temple 

That  this  world  could  not  afford, 
And  its  stately  walls  are  filled 
With  the  Glory  of  the  Lord. 
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Ah  ! I hear  the  seraphs  singing, 

And  I wonder  at  the  tone, 

While  they  chant  Heaven  and  earth  songs 
To  the  One  upon  the  Throne. 

I can  see  a fountain  sparkling, 

The  source  of  love’s  great  river, 

That  takes  away  all  of  earth’s  stains 
To  glorify  the  giver. 

And  I can  see  a wondrous  lake, 

Whose  green  banks  seem  to  be  rife 
With  all  those  who  now  are  drinking 
Waters  of  celestial  life; 

And  a sea  beyond  description 
That  is  but  revealed  to  sight, 

Whose  great  over-awing  grandeur 
Is  seen  only  in  God’s  Light. 

I am  powerless  to  explain, 

And  you  could  not  understand 
All  the  delights  we  shall  enjoy 
In  that  Blessed  Spirit  Land. 

Only  trust  Him,  only  trust  Him, 

And  some  sweet  day  you  shall  be 
Where  all  the  saints  and  angels  sing 
To  the  blessed  Trinity. 


MOTHER  DEAR. 


ANDREW  THOMPSON  DOUTHETT. 

OTHER  dear,  divinely  fair, 

With  a head  of  angel  hair, 

And  an  eye  that  like  a star 
Beams  upon  me  from  afar. 

Such  a mouth  and  such  a nose, 
Marble  forehead,  cheek  a rose; 

All  things  good  and  full  of  grace 
Is  the  contour  of  your  face. 

Chorus : 

Others  may  attract  attention,  . 

But  there's  none  that  I can  mention, 
Who  in  all  that  is  grand  and  good, 
So  glorifies  true  womanhood. 

Then  your  neck ! the  lily’s  glow, 
Only  nature  made  it  so ; 

Ah ! you  are  a song  complete, 

Lifting  up  the  spirits  sweet ; 

And,  dear  mother,  here’s  a kiss, 
Manv  miles  I send  vou  this, 

In  the  hope  that  'neath  your  form 
Beats  another  heart  quite  warm. 
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IN  AFTER  YEARS  WE’LL  MEET  AGAIN. 


PATTI E CAMPBELL  WRIGHT. 


KNOW  thy  life  is  lonely  now, 

And  care  and  pain  doth  shade  thy  brow, 
And  when  thou’rt  wrapped  in  slumbers  deep 
That  troubled  dreams  disturb  thy  sleep. 

I know  thine  aching,  wearied  heart 
In  joy  and  pleasure  bears  no  part, 

But  ever  longs  for  that  day  when 
I11  after  years  we’ll  meet  again. 


I know  the  past  returns  to  thee 
In  lonely  hours  of  misery, 

And  thou  would ’st  fain  recall  the  time 
When  life  was  one  long  merry  chime. 
It  may  be  after  many  years 
Are  spent  in  silent  grief  and  tears, 

I cannot  tell  just  where  or  when 
In  after  years  we’ll  meet  again. 


Or  it  may  be  that  death  will  come, 
And  bear  thee  to  thy  Heavenly  home, 
And  thou  wilt  watch  for  me  and  w^ait 
At  Heaven’s  Golden,  Pearly  Gate ; 

Or  I may  gO'  and  wait  for  thee, 

Where  angels  bear  me  company ; 

If  not  before,  it  must  be  then 
In  after  years  we’ll  meet  again. 
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BEAUTIFUL  VIOLETS. 


E.  M.  COBB. 


EAUTIFUL  violets,  you  bring  to  me 

Always  a sweet,  sad  memory 

Of  her  who  used  to  love  them  so  well, 

When  she  and  I gathered  them  in  the  dell. 

O Darling,  don’t  tell  me  you  can  forget 
That  happy  time  when  first  we  met. 

That  beautiful  springtime  when  the  meadows  were  blue 
With  the  beautiful  violets  laden  with  dew. 

Oh ! beautiful  violets  laden  with  dew 
Always  bring,  darling,  sweet  mem’ries  of  you, 

When  you  and  I gathered  them  in  the  dell 
Near  the  old  homestead  you  loved  so  well. 


Violets,  bring  me  a message  from  home, 

Tell  me  she  loves  me  where’er  I roam, 

And  that  she  bids  me  return  to  her  side, 

That  she  has  forgiven,  and  will  be  my  bride. 
O beautiful  messengers  of  love, 

Bring  me  sweet  tidings  like  some  carrier  dove, 
Filling  my  heart  with  joy  sublime, 

Beautiful  violets  of  sweet  springtime. 

O beautiful  violets  laden  with  dew, 

Always  bring,  darling,  sweet  mem’ries  of  you, 
When  you  and  I gathered  them  in  the  dell 
Near  the  old  homestead  you  loved  so  well. 
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WHEN  DO  I LOVE  THEE  BEST. 


GERTRUDE  MARTIN. 

I 

HEN  do  I love  thee  best,  sweetheart? 

In  the  morning  calm  and  fair, 

When  the  breath  of  roses  fills  the  air, 

His  then  I love  thee  best,  sweetheart. 

When  do  I love  thee  best,  sweetheart? 

At  noontide  when  the  air  is  still, 

When  languor  steals  o’er  vale  and  hill, 

’Tis  then  I love  thee  best,  sweetheart. 

When  do  I love  thee  best,  sweetheart? 
When  the  gloaming  shadows  cross  the  skv, 
When  I feel  that  thou  art  nigh, 

'Tis  then  I love  thee  best,  sweetheart. 

When  do  I love  thee  best,  sweetheart? 

I love  thee  best  at  sunny  morn, 

I love  thee  best  at  high  noontide, 

I love  thee  best  at  all  times,  sweetheart. 
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VERSES  TO  THE  RACE  HORSE  “JAY  EYE  SEE.” 


NANNA  ELINE  COOPER. 


O grandly  a few  years  ago, 

You  sped  o’er  the  yielding  turf, 
As  full  of  grace  as  a sea  bird, 
Which  glides  o’er  the  ocean  surf. 


Now  you  are  only  a weary  ghost 
Of  the  once  great  Jay  Eye  See, 

Whose  name  and  brilliant  record  made, 
Stirred  the  world  from  sea  to  sea. 

How  brightly  flashed  your  eagle  eyes, 
Your  ears  lay  close  to  your  head. 

Your  proud  arched  neck  you  lifted  up. 
When  the  signal  to  “go !”  was  said. 

Then  so  lightly  your  dainty  feet 
Seemed  to  touch  the  sordid  earth, 

Like  a winged  Pegasus  you  flew  away  ; 
You  made  the  wind  your  mirth. 

But  you  heeded  the  master  hand, 

Which  lightly  grasped  the  rein ; 

The  slightest  touch  of  the  whip, 

Was  not  applied  in  vain. 

Do  you  often  dream,  if  horses  dream, 

As  we  poor  mortals  do, 

That  again  you  fly  around  the  track 
Your  driver  brave  and  vou? 

Do  you  dream  you  fly  around  the  track, 
Leaving  dull  care  behind, 

Yourself  and  driver  free  as  air, 

The  same  thought  in  each  mind — 

To  go  on  and  on  forever, 

And  leave  dull  care  behind  ? 
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WHEN  I LISTENED  TO  THE  MUSIC  OF  THAT  OLD 

CHURCH  BELL, 


NANNA  ELINE  COOPER. 


T evening  in  the  springtime  I muse  on  many  things, 
I then  recall  to  mind  my  old  home  far  away, 

The  pasture  green,  the  peaceful  scene 
And  the  church  on  the  hill  side  gray. 

I seem  to  hear  the  old  bell  ringing, 


The  notes  mingling  with  the  fragrant  breeze, 
And  voices  of  wild  birds  singing 
In  the  tender  budding  trees. 


No  great  architect  e'er  built  that  church 
With  tools  of  cunning  skill, 

’Twas  reared  from  the  trunks  of  giant  oaks 
By  pure  hearts  and  loving  will. 

In  the  belfry  rude  the  old  bell  hung, 

By  the  hands  of  the  aged  sexton  rung. 


Again  I see  them  all, 

The  aged,  youth  and  child 
Wending  their  peaceful  way, 

While  on  the  vibrant  air 
The  old  bell  gladly  rings, 

Making  them  forget  the  world 
And  all  worldly  things. 

Heaven  appeared  to  come  more  near 
When  the  bell  sent  forth  its  music  Gem. 

Dear  ones  long  since  dead, 

Can  you  see,  can  you  know 
How  weary  my  heart  feels, 

That  I too  long  to  go? 

Does  the  music  of  that  old  bell 
Still  sound  in  spirit  tones, 

Coming  upward  from  the  earth, 

And  floating  toward  the  skies, 

Enter  the  doors  of  Paradise  ? 
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WHAT  WE  LOVE. 

To  the  School  Children  of  America. 


w.  h.  apperley. 


E love  the  trees,  the  flowers,  the  birds, 
The  running  streams  the  lowing  herds ; 
We  love  the  ocean  grand  and  great, 

We  love  each  mountain,  star  and  lake. 


We  love  our  parents  kind  and  true, 
We  love  our  daily  tasks  to  do. 

We  love  our  teachers,  every  one; 
We  do  not  slight  our  books  for  fun. 


We  love  to  hear  our  schoolroom  bell, 

We  love  to  drink  at  the  flowing  well. 

We  love  our  land  so  broad  and  free, 

The  stars  and  stripes  we  love  to  see. 

We  love  to  sing  and  talk  and  play, 

We  love  to  drive  dull  care  away. 

We  love  our  God  with  all  our  might, 

We  love  the  good,  the  true,  the  right. 

We  love  all  things  below,  Above; 

Our  hearts  are  filled  with  boundless  love. 
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RUTH. 


MRS.  CALLIE  A.  EVERETT. 

Inscribed  to  Ruth  Cleveland  when  a "Wee-bit-lassie." 


S your  hair  all  soft  and  goldie, 

Is  it  sunniest,  warmest  tresses, 

Is  it  deep-hued,  amber,  auburn, 

Like  to  mamma’s  shimmering  dresses. 
Which  is  closest  to  the  truth  ? 

Papa's  precious  little  Ruth. 


Are  your  eyes  the  twilights  shadings, 

Are  they  loans  from  Heaven’s  own  hue, 
Are  they  nut-tint  as  the  hazel, 

Perchance,  midnight’s  duskiest  two? 
Which  is  closer  to  the  truth, 

Mamma’s  winsome  little  Ruth. 


These  two  lips  are  little  treasures, 

Costliest  setting  they've  not  missed, 
Encircled  with  the  tiniest  dimples 

That  play  “hide  and  seek"  when  kissed. 
This  is  very  close  to  truth  ? 

Wondering,  questioning  little  Ruth. 

Oh ! the  Soul,  so  pure  and  fair, 

To  the  Saviour's  paths  inclining, 

Reach  the  hands  to  Him  who  claimeth 
“All  the  little  ones  are  mine." 

This  is  life's  most  earnest  truth, 

God's  own  treasure,  little  Ruth. 
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I KNEW  AT  FIRST  SIGHT  THAT  I LOVED  YOU. 


BLANCHE  LAVINIA  BUIE. 


EFORE  we  met,  dear  Rachel  love  had  ne’er  pierced  my  he*rt, 
And  no  smile  fills  me  with  rapture,  if  we  ever  are  apart ; 

And  when  the  first  time  you  looked  up  at  me,  in  such  surprise 
I knew  at  first  sight  that  we  loved.  I read  it  in  your  eyes. 


Chorus : 


I knew  at  first  sight  that  I loved  you, 

You’ve  held  me  enthralled  in  your  spell ; 

The  glance  that  I gave  you  my  darling, 

The  secret  my  lips  dare  not  tell ; 

And  though  you  have  gone  far  away,  dear, 

My  heart  tells  me  over  again, 

I loved  you,  my  darling  at  first  sight, 

I fancy  I see  you  before  me,  as  when  first  we  met, 

And  I always  will  love  you  as  then. 

With  your  face  all  smiles  and  sunshine,  darling,  I will  ne’er  forget. 
I’ll  ne’er  forget  the  parting,  sad  on  that  drear  Christmas  eve, 

I loved  you  at  first  sight,  my  dear ; and  this  you  can  believe. 
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SONGS  IN  THE  NIGHT. 


O.  L.  HARVEY. 


AST  night  as  I sat  in  the  twilight  dim, 
And  mused  on  the  olden  time, 

I thought  I might  write  a beautiful  hymn, 
And  sing  it  in  every  clime. 


With  a song  on  my  lips  and  a prayer  in  my  heart, 

I would  wander  o’er  land  and  sea, 

And  the  blessings  of  love  and  life  impart, 

To  all  who  would  come  unto  me. 

Where’er  there  is  wretchedness,  want  and  woe, 
Sickness,  sorrow  and  sin, — 

There  would  my  heart  and  my  fortunes  go, 

To  relieve  and  to  bless  from  within. 

Thus  musing  alone,  the  music  of  Heaven, 

By  angelic  voices  from  realms  above, 

Was  wafted  by  powers  intuitively  given, 

Filling  my  soul  with  joy  and  love. 

In  the  weird  stillness  of  the  silent  night, 

I caught  the  divine  tones  of  music  welling 
From  the  source  of  all  love,  and  life,  and  light, 

Transcribed  to  earth  by  Powers  Above  my  dwelling. 

To  live  one  blissful  hour  in  thus  communing, 

With  the  Divine  Spirits  of  the  Heavenly  Choir, 
Were  greater  joy  and  worth  more  than  the  attuning, 

A long  life  amidst  earth’s  sensual  fires. 

The  night  is  past,  the  morning  light  breaking, 

O’er  this  fair  world,  beautiful  as  a dream  of  Heaven, 
There  all  the  blissful  hours  my  soul  was  dreaming, 
New  thoughts,  new  hope,  new  life,  to  mortals  given. 
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TIPPECANOE  BATTLE  FIELD. 


O.  L.  HARVEY. 


HERE  is  a spot,  a sacred  place, 

To  freedom  and  to  valor  given, 
Time’s  changing  hand  cannot  efface 


Its  record  in  our  hearts  and  Heaven. 


Its  matchless  grace  alone  defies, 

All  other  scenes  in  this  fair  land ; 

But  there  are  other  holier  ties, 

To  bind  us  to  that  patriot  band, 

Who  fought  and  bled,  and  died,  that  we, 
Enjoy  the  fruits  of  liberty. 

While  standing  on  this  rocky  height,* 
Where  once  a warrior  stood  before, 

And  urged  his  braves  unto  the  fight, 

Who  from  the  rocks  and  forest  pour. 
Methinks  I see  their  crouching  forms, 
With  noiseless  steps  go  gliding  by, 

They  come  and  come  in  countless  swarms, 
“Resolved  to  win  that  field  or  die.” 

The  lurid  light  of  flashing  gun, 

The  weird  shriek  of  savage  men, 

Are  borne  across  the  marshy  glen, 

And  then  my  heart  is  still  again. 

. _ , / 

^Prophet’s  Rock. 
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Portentious  silence  ! on  mine  ear 

There  bursts  the  sound  of  battle  shock*. 
And  they  who  dare  and  they  who  fear 
Will  leave  their  impress  on  the  rocks. 

I hear  the  tramp  of  charging  feet ; 

I hear  the  war-whoop  and  recall, 

The  hills  the  echoes  but  repeat, 

The  bravest  are  the  first  to  fall. 

Grey  morning’s  beams  now  pale  and  slow, 
Reveal  the  dying  and  the  dead ; 

The  blessed  light  but  serves  to  show^ 

The  victory  won,  the  foe  has  fled. 

j 7 


Ah  ! ’twas  a dream  ! I stand  alone, 

An  idle,  careless,  musing  boy; 

Where  once  the  gleam  of  battle  shone 
Now  works  of  peace  our  hands  employ  , 
While  stately  church  and  college  dome 
Are  reared  above  the  warrior’s  home. 

O God ! we  know  full  well  today, 

That  they  who  conquered,  they  who  fell. 
Will  live  within  our  hearts  for  aye, — 
Immortal  'heroes, — magic  spell 


ALTRUISM. 


O.  L.  HARVEY. 

3S  IT  SO,  that  we  failed  when  our  cause  was  so  just.? 

Is  it  so,  that  our  banners  are  trailed  in  the  dust? 

Is  it  so,  that  the  autocrat  powers  of  earth 
Have  strangled  young  Freedom  in  the  land  of  its  birth? 

How  we  worked,  how  we  waited,  how  we  strove,  how  we  fought, 
How  we  toiled,  how  we  struggled — have  we  labored  for  naught? 
Once  more  to  the  breach,  O friends  of  the  soul ! 

The  God  of  all  nature  is  still  in  control. 

We  are  one  in  our  purpose,  one  in  our  work ; 

We  are  one  in  the  spirit,  no  duty  we’ll  shirk, 

O friends  of  the  soul,  in  all  lands  of  the  earth, 

Who  are  born  of  the  Spirit  and  of  the  new  birth. 

> 

O’er  oceans,  o'er  mountains,  o’er  rivers,  o’er  seas, 

The  weak  and  downtrodden  are  calling  to  these ; 

Our  thoughts  and  our  voices  are  mingling  today, 

“Come,  all  ye  brave  ones,  and  swell  the  array.” 

Newr  thought  and  new  life,  new  hope  and  new  love, 

Are  granted  you  daily  from  Realms  Above, 

Then  give  from  your  store  to  all  who’re  in  need, 

Of  courage  and  hope,  that  they  may  succeed. 
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FAREWELL,  SWEET  MAID. 


JAMES  MACK. 


^S'AREWELL,  sweet  maid,  farewell ! In  Heaven  we  shall  meet. 
||  Divine  was  thy  counsel.  Ah,  had  I but  cared  ! 

Crazed,  to  thy  smiling  innocence,  my  soul  flies  mad  retreat, 
And,  I crave  the  awful  doom  tliat  thou  shared. 

For  why  should  I,  poor  mortal,  from  death  shrink, 

Now  that  thy  death  has  made  me  more  ill? 

Here  where  I linger  at  the  dark  eternal  brink, 

Mad’ning  pain  is  crushing  fast  my  fleetly  failing  will. 

Yet  thy  soul  seems  near  me,  when  my  pain-tossed  soul  seems 
doomed, 

And  my  feeblea  mind  seems  straying  from  hope’s  soul-saving 
star ; 
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And  I wander  crazed  and  helpless  toward  a sea  most  deeply 
gloomed, 

Thy  form  appears  on  the  gulf  of  doom,  and  leads  me  from  the 
darkness  far. 


Farew'ell,  swreet  maid,  farewell ! Heaven-born  maid,  farewell ! 

Tho’  unknowm  is  thy  crave  on  the  Californian  shore, 

Sacredly  within  my  heart,  thy  words  shall  ever  dwell, 

Guiding  me  to  Eternity  wdiere  we’ll  part  no  more. 

Altho’  I suffer  keenly  from  wounds  that  nearly  kill, 

This  jxial  niay  be  the  cross,  my  noble  part, 

Decreed  by  Heaven  to  test  my  madly  froward  will, 

And  retrieve  forever  my  heedless  perverse  heart. 

Oh  ! how  in  my  dreams  I wish  that  it  w7ere  life’s  last  dreaming, 
Upon  the  threshold  of  a world  replete  with  peace  and  eternal 
light, 

And  that  you  were  there,  thy  brow  with  radiance  beaming, 

To  welcome  and  to  lead  me  from  the  dark  and  wrecking  night! 


AN  EVENING  DREAM. 


JAMES  MACK. 

WEET  evening  shade  of  advancing  proud  night, 
How  great  is  thy  wondrous  power ! 

How  kindly  from  thy  bosom  the  sun's  light, 

Kisses  good  night  to  each  flower ! 

What  sweet  memories  your  visits  recall, 

Those  sweet  eves  forever  now  flown, 

Those  hours  fraught  with  gladness  ere  the  nightfall 
My  hopes  long  cherished  had  blown. 


Here  among  the  flowers  as  they  whisper, 
Probably  their  last  joyful  dream, 

Here  bv  the  fount  where  I kissed  her, 

I drink  the  echoes  of  a Heavenward  stream. 
Our  last  parting  night  I live  over, 

Here  bv  the  roses  near  the  tree, 

How  unmindful  was  I of  fate’s  hover, 

Ere  she  breathed  a sad  farewell  to  me. 
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THE  PASSING  DAY. 


GEORGE  W.  BUSH. 


HE  passing  day  draws  hours  from  endless  time, 
And  bids  our  hearts  look  to  the  God  above, 
Eternity  has  claimed  the  actions  passed, 

And  we  still  wait  to  share  His  wondrous  love. 


The  glorious  sun  ne'er  moves  from  east  to  west 
Unless  attended  by  two  phases  held, 

Each  moment  is  a breath  of  joy  and  grief, 

Well  marked  by  the  omniscient  pen,  in  gold. 

The  passing  day  repeats  his  story  o'er 

And  grants  us  light  to  view  his  righteous  strokes  : 

Each  shower  calls  to  life  some  tender  plants, 

Or  stills  in  death  the  young,  the  tottering  oaks. 

Though  morning  breaks  with  sunshine  gay  and  bright, 
Dark  clouds  may  mar  the  scene  ere  close  of  day ; 

The  laugh,  the  smile,  the  gentle,  loving  kiss 
May  take  fleet  wings,  and  noiseless  soar  awav. 

The  passing  day  of  sun  or  cloud  we  greet, 

As  by  Almighty  Hands  most  justly  sent, 

When  .evening  draws  around  her  mantle  proud, 

Our  hearts  we  raise  to  the  Omnipotent. 


The  close  of  passing  day  is  solemn  sad ; 

The  frosted  heads  review  the  steps  they've  trod. 
Now  sweet  the  rest  that  follows  honest  toil, 

The  grave  is  but  the  jiath  that  Leads  to  God. 


A MOTHER’S  WAGES. 


L.  G.  WILSON. 


N AN  uncouth  nest  of  rushes 
Long  ago,  one  summer’s  day, 
Along  the  flags  by  ancient  river, 

All  alone  an  infant  lay. 

No  young  maid  or  matron  near  him 
To  protect  or  cheer  or  chide; 

But  a noble  princess  coming 
Saw  and  loved  him  as  he  cried. 


To  a Hebrew  nurse  she  gave  him, 
Saying,  “Nurse  this  child  for  me 
And  the  wages  that  are  fitting, 

I will  surely  give  to  thee." 

Took  the  child,  this  Hebrew  mother, 
While  her  heart  was  all  aflame, 
Took  and  nursed  him  as  directed, 
And  the  promised  wages  came. 


Wages  in  the  coin  of  Egypt, 

Wages  paid  with  bounteous  hand, 
But  the  wage  by  far  the  richest, 
Was  to  see  her  loved  one  stand 
In  the  marble  halls  of  Pharaoh, 
With  the  wonder-working  rod, 
On  the  holy  mountain’s  summit, 
Talking  face  to  face  with  God. 
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REUNITED. 


J.  G.  HODGES. 

» 

Note: — The  following  verses  were  written  just  previous  to  the 
Spanish-American  War,  and  the  promptness  with  which  men  from 
both  North  and  South  responded  to  the  call  for  soldiers,  to  carry 
our  fiag  into  battle,  only  proved  how  completely  the  chasm  which 
once  divided  our  people  has  been  obliterated  by  the  years  that  have 
come  and  gone  since  the  great  Civil  War. — The  Author. 


O more  does  the  death-dealing  canister  hiss 
As  it  pours  from  the  cruel  cannon’s  mouth. 
Forever  bridged  is  the  bloody  abyss 

That  once  divided  the  North  and  the  South. 


The  great  armies  that  so  quickly  assembled, 

When  the  grim  battle  flags  were  unfurled, 

Battled  till  the  earth  fairly  trembled 
In  this  greatest  of  .wars  of  the  world. 

The  smoke  of  that  conflict  has  faded  awav, 

And  to  the  world  a great  lesson  it  taught ; 

We  are  brothers  once  more,  the  Blue  and  the  Gra\ , 
Although  in  battle  we  bitterly  fought. 

•No  more  do  we  hear  the  cannon’s  loud  thunder, 
Echo  in  valley  and  mountain  and  glen. 

No  more  do  nations  look  on  in  mute  wonder, 

At  this  wonderful  contest  between  men. 

All  that  remains  of  that  strife  is  the  story, 

Those  darkest  days  of  carnage  are  past. 

The  flag  that  we  love  still  waves  in  its  glory, 
Though  so  many  times  torn  from  its  mast. 

One  country,  one  people,  united  and  free, 

And  our  brothers  who  once  wore  the  Gray, 

Who  followed  the  flag  of  Jackson  and  Lee, 

Would  fight  to  defend  “Old  Glory”  today. 
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LONG,  LONG  AGO. 


ELIZA  B.  COOKE. 


?M  thinking  of  the  golden  days  now  passed, 
Em  thinking  of  the  happy  long  ago, 
When  yon  and  I both  trod  the  path, 

That  all  young  lovers  know. 


But  now  our  feet  both  totter  with  age ; 

Our  black  and  golden  hair  has  turned  to  snow, 
But  our  hearts  are  just  as  blithesome  and  as  ghv 
As  in  the  long  ago. 

But  don’t  look  sad,  my  darling, 

I love  you,  dear,  you  know, 

Just  as  when  we  were  sweethearts, 

In  the  long,  long  ago. 


\ 
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THE  SLEEPING  DAUGHTER 


BESSIE  MAT  IIER. 

ONNY,  sleeping  daughter, 

Ah ! thou  little  know 
How  deceitful  man  is, 

And  how  cold  he  grows. 

Bonny,  sleeping  daughter, 
Through  thy  night’s  repose, 
May  good  angels  guard  thee, 
From  all  evil  foes. 

Bonny,  sleeping  daughter, 

Life  is  but  a dream, 

And  midst  all  beware, 

Things  are  not  what  they  seem 


WHEN  YOU  HAVE  YOUR  HEART’S  DESIRE. 


CHARLES  J.  HUNKELER. 

S evening  comes  on,  to  your  girlie  you’ve  gone, 

Then  life  is  one  sweet  dream  complete, 

To  the  dancehall  or  show,  for  enjoyment,  you  go, 

Or  to  places  where’s  Cupid’s  retreat. 

There  ’mid  pleasure  and  fun,  the  time  spent  with  one 
You  love  truly  and  dearly  admire, 

When  but  you,  she’ll  adore,  then  life’s  dream  is  o’er, 
When  you  have  your  heart’s  desire. 

j J 

CHORUS. 

When  you  have  your  heart’s  desire, 

From  her  side  you  could  never  retire, — 

For  you  feel  quite  contented  to  embrace  such  a prize 
When  the  story  of  love,  you  can  read  in  her  eyes, 

You  envy  the  time  to  draw  nigher, 

For  it’s  quite  a deceiver, 

With  a kiss  you  must  leave  her, 

When  you  have  your  heart’s  desire. 

As  time  comes  and  goes,  soon  day’s  at  a close, 

To  rejoin  her,  you  make  with  all  haste; 

While  you  wonder  in  vain,  if  her  love’s  still  the  same, 

As  you  meet  her  with  a fondling  embrace. 

As  your  secret  grows  stronger,  you  can  hold  it  no  longer, 
Then  you  tell  her  of  the  love  you  admire, 

Life’s  complete  happiness,  when  your  answer  is  “Yes” 
When  you  have  vour  heart’s  desire. 
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STAINS  OF  BLOOD' ON  THE  GOLDEN  GATE. 


HERMAN  A.  EWALD. 


LL  was  peace  and  calm  and  quiet, 
Way  out  in  the  golden  West, 


The  god  of  fortune  seemed  to  smile  on  each  and  all. 

Earth  had  not  a dearer  spot ; 

It  was  Heaven's  own  flower-pot. 

In  my  mind  I still  can  see  this  beauty  all. 

But  there  came  a grumbling  sound 
From  the  rocks  beneath  the  ground, 

With. a shivering  and  a shake  and  then  a fearful  shock; 

Horror  followed  such  a quake, 

Earth  did  yawn  and  rocks  did  break, 

Then  Red  Tongue  drank  his  fill,  and  men  he  there  did  mock. 


CHORUS. 

City  of  the  Golden  Gate,  city  where  the  earth  does  quake, 
City  where  life  was  blooming,  where  fortunes  man  did  make. 
Words  cannot  tell  this  story,  this  horror  ’Frisco’s  quake, 
Years  cannot,  erase  the  stains  of  blood  on  the  Golden  Gate. 

Just  imagine  the  horrors  of  Hell, 

Then  you  have  what  I should  tell ; 

If  I could  speak  of  what  I saw  in  San  'Frisco. 

Blood  flowed  freelv  on  the  ground, 

o 

Dying  lay  there  all  around ; 

The  living  filled  with  dread  knew  not  where  to  go. 

Time  is  gliding  swiftly  by; 

But  we  still  can  hear  the  cry, 

Of  the  ones  who  felt  the  pangs  of  the  demon’s  quake. 

There  will  never  come  a day. 

That  will  wash  all  blood  away, 

Which  has  stained  the  portals  of  the  Golden  Gate. 
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BEYOND  THE  GATES. 


ROLLIE  L.  RONE. 

CALE  not  this  world  of  sin  and  woe, 

The  only  home  the  soul  can  know, 

For  Heavenly  joy  and  peace  await, 

The  ransomed  soul  beyond  the  gates. 

Through  darkest  .clouds  the  sunbeams  bright, 
Do  fill  the  world  with  warmth  and  light, 
Strive  to  disperse  the  gloom  and  pain, 

Inspire  the  heart  to  hope  again. 

Tho’  honors  bright  may  crown  our  lives, 

The  world  seem  fair  before  our  eyes, 

Mian’s  highest  good,  his  best  estate, 

Lies  just  beyond  the  Pearly  Gate. 

Through  life's  long  journey  bear  the  cross, 

Of  cares,  afflictions,  pain  and  loss, 
Remembering  that  the  Blessed  Son 
Left  naught  of  earthly  work  undone. 

If  in  the  glorious  path  He  trod, 

We  follow  Christ,  the  Son  of  God, 

We  lay  our  Christian  armor  down, 

The  Cross  will  change  into  the  crown. 

Through  life  and  death  still  faithful  be, 

Till  called  into  Eternitv, 

Where  golden  harps  and  crowns  await, 

Christ's  faithful  ones  beyond  the  Gate. 
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OUR  NOBLE  DEFENDERS. 


JOHN  M.  MORSE. 

RING  a tribute  of  love 

For  the  dear  ones  who  perished, 
That  the  nation  might  live, 

Which  our  forefathers  cherished. 
Which  they  gave  to  the  world 
As  the  “Land  of  the  Free” 

With  the  hope  that  as  such 
It  forever  should  be. 

At  the  call  of  their  country, 

They  marched  to  the  field, 

With  their  lives  in  their  hands, 
Their  loved  country  to  shield ; 
Braving  danger  and  death, 

They  would  stand  for  the  right, 
Till  their  foes  should  be  conquered, 
Or  scattered  in  flight ! 

Bring  a tribute  of  love ! 

Can  we  ever  forget  them, — 
Those  who  perished  in  war? 

Can  we  cease  to  regret  them — 
Those  who  laid  down  their  lives, 
On  the  altar  of  fame, 

That  the  “Land  of  the  Free,” 

Might  be  more  than  a name? 

As  the  years  come  and  go, 

Valued  lives  we  recall, 

And  the  sacrifice  great 

Which  was  made  for  us  all. 
Truly  great  is  the  man 

Who,  for  right  ne’er  surrenders  !* 
We  will  ever  revere  them, 

Our  noble  defenders. 
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HAVE  YOU  SEEN  THAT  GOLDEN  CITY? 


B.  SEWELL  BOTH  WELL. 


AVE  you  seen  that  Golden  City, 

That  City  bright  and  fair? 

Have  you  heard  its  wild  bells  ringing, 
Echoing  through  the  air? 


Did  you  see  the  dew-drops  falling, 

From  the  snow-white  blossoms  here? 
Was  it  for  our  lost  and  loved  ones, 

They  had  shed  a tear? 

Have  you  seen  the  wild  arbutus 
Peeping  through  the  snow, 

Did  you  know  their  beauty  strengthens, 
Everywhere  they  grow  ? 


Did  you  see  the  bright  stars  shining, 

In  that  glorious,  azure  sky  ? 

Did  you  think  their  lamps  were  burning, 
Just  for  you  and  I? 

Did  you  see  the  bright  sun  rising, 

On  the  glad  New  Year? 

Were  its  beams  so  brightly  shining, 

To  repay  the  good  done  here? 

Did  you  hear  the  Master  calling 
From  the  shadows  of  the  cross  ? 

Saying  to  you:  “Come  up  higher !” 

All  below  is  dross ! 


In  my  dreams  I saw  that  City ; 

That  City,  bright  and  fair, 

And  I heard  glad  voices  saying: 
“You  will  meet  us  there.” 

-i 

Then  I saw  the  Lord  of  Harvest, 
On  the  Jasper  Throne, 

With  the  host  of  Guardian  Angels, 
Bringing  in  His  own. 
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THE  STORM  AT  SEA. 


J.  EDW.  HANKINSON. 


UST  as  the  day  was  breaking. 

And  the  dashing  waves  tossed  high, 
Through  the  intense  fog  could  be  dimly  seen 
The  glimpse  of  a pale  blue  sky. 


Silently  the  day  stole  on, 

As  the  days  so  often  do, 

The  sun  arose  with  its  brightest  rays, 

Upon  the  waters  blue. 

But  suddenly  the  clouds  appeared, 

They  hid  the  skies  complete, 

The  lightning  flashed,  the  thunders  roared, 
Down  poured  the  rain  and  sleet. 

Bye  and  bye  a wind  arose, 

Which  blew  the  clouds  away ; 

Blue  skies  appeared,  the  sun  came  out 
As  bright  as  any  day. 
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MY  SHIPS. 


MYRTLE  WINN. 


Y ships  are  sailing  on  the  sea, 
Sailing  far  from  me ; 

Out  on  the  ocean  deep  and  wide, 
They  the  great  grand  billows  ride, 
And  tho’  beyond  my  sight  they  be, 
My  ships  will  ever  come  back  to  me. 


My  ships  are  sailing  on  the  sea, 

Sailing  far  from  me ; 

Far  out  on  the  sea  that  knows  no  bound, 
That  runs  the  earth’s  wide  regions  round, 
And  tho’  their  sails  I may  not  see, 

I know  that  they’ll  come  back  to  me. 

My  ships  are  sailing  on  the  sea, 

Sailing  far  from  me, 

And  tho’  on  the  deep  wild  sea  they’i  e near, 
To  Him  whose  voice  it  will  ever  hear. 

Then  on  the  stilled  waters  my  ships  will  be, 
And  after,  they’ll  come  back  to  me. 

My  ships  are  sailing  on  the  sea, 

Sailing  far  from  me ; 

And  when  in  the  tempest’s  awful  hour, 

I trust  my  ships  to  this  wondrous  power. 

No  fear  have  I of  the  deep  wild  sea, — 

My  ships  will  come  safe  back  to  me. 
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THE  DESERTED  SUMMER-HOUSE. 


MISS  CARITA  AMELIA  PERKINS. 


T was  built  beneath  a maple  tree, 
And  covered  with  clinging  vines, 


A pleasant  place  it  used  to  be. 

And  known  for  such  jolly  times. 
As  you  step  into  this  rustic  place, 
The  leaves  crack,  the  spiders  run, 
The  skv  o'erhead  is  hard  to  trace, 
Not  a glimpse  you  get  of  sun. 


Young  people  gathered  there  at  night. 
Grandmothers  sewed  by  day, 

'Twas  beautiful  in  the  pale  moonlight. 

So  many  people  ofttimes  say. 

I came  to  view  this  ideal  spot, 

'Twas  just  as  quiet  as  a mouse, 
Something  seemed  to  say,  “Forget  me  not,” 
As  I entered  this  rustic  summer-house. 
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HONORED  HEROES. 


GENUS  JEROME  J.  GARRETT. 


HERE  are  our  great  grandfathers  who  nobly  fought, 
Who  from  a tyrant’s  hand,  this  land  they  wrought? 
They  were  brave  and  fearless,  though  scantily  clad  and  fed. 
Methinks  they  all  are  heroes  now,  ah ! they  are  dead. 


One  of  much  greed  with  royal  gold  was  bought, 

While  others  faced  such  hardship  as  Valley  Forge  brought. 
As  o’er  fields  with  bleeding  feet  they  once  did  tread ; 
Methinks  they  all  are  heroes  now,  ah ! they  are  dead. 


When  one  of  fame,  Israel  by  name,  they  caught, 

Of  him  with  royal  gold,  knowledge  they  sought. 

With  it  and  freedom  down  the  steps  he  fled. 

Methinks  they  all  are  heroes  now,  ah ! they  are  dead. 

Our  immortal  Washington,  a lesson  he  nobly  taught, 
With  dross,  honors  or  laurels  should  ne’er  be  bought, 
When  so  proudly  those  fearless  yeomen  he  led. 
Methinks  they  all  are  heroes  now,  ah ! they  are  dead. 


A hero  at  dawn,  a fort  while  napping  caught ; 

Awoke  from  pleasant  dreams,  the  major  thought 
From  such  fearless  men  one  had  cause  for  dread; 
Methinks  they  all  are  heroes  now,  ah ! they  are  dead. 

Some  for  fame  o’er  the  briny  deep,  they  ever  sought, 
To  tread  on  Paul's  banner  and  at  his  boast  they’d  taunt. 
Then  he’d  rake  them  “fore  and  aft,”  they  often  said. 
Methinks  they  all  are  heroes  now,  ah ! they  are  dead. 

One  so  brave  and  fearless  yet  was  never  caught, 
Though  much  mischief  to  the  foes  he  wrought. 

Yet  for  that  “Swamp  Fox”  many  traps  were  spread. 
Methinks  they  all  are  heroes  now,  ah  ! they  are  dead. 

Heroes  with  honor  and  pride  I’ve  often  thought, 

But  not  with  greed,  as  many  have  sought ; 

Though  ne’er  compensated,  it’s  often  said, 

“Methinks  all  such  are  heroes  before  they  are  dead.” 
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THE  PRIMEVAL  MAN. 


M.  CONNOR  MALLOY. 


HEN  God  in  the  morning  of  earth's  new  creation, 
Did  deign  just  to  grant  us  of  life  but  a span, 
We  wonder  us  much  if  he  could  be  mistaken 
About  the  deserts  of  the  primeval  man. 


Who  through  Gotham, — both  judges  and  sages, 

Are  pursuing  the  vagaries  of  this  monster  called  man, 
You'll  precious  soon  find  that  for  centuries  and  ages, 
There's  been  nothing  new  since  creation  began. 

There’s  the  man  that  is  Godlike,  all  men  are  his  brothers ; 

He  smites  with  his  cimeter  the  foes  in  their  van ; 
Jealousy,  the  child  of  self-interest,  he  smothers, 

All  gifts  for  their  needs, — from  his  plentitude  ran. 

But  Oh  ! the.re's  the  other  sort,  from  whom  God  defend  us ! 

The  “Sage"  from  the  assassin  to  our  bosom  who  ran, 
Whose  “Promise  to  pay"  when  we  come  to  demand  it, 

He  waves  a “Ta!  Ta!  now  collect  if  you  can!" 


* 
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IF  WE  BUT  KNEW. 


PEVEY  BLONDIN  KAPP. 


F we  but  knew,  when  we  were  young, 
The  things  we  learn  in  later  years, 
How  many  do  you  think  among 

Us  would  regret  the  past  with  tears 
How  many  do  you  think  would  say, 
When  we  are  old  and  infirm,  too, 

“I  have  thrown  my  life  away/' 

If  we  but  knew? 


If  we  but  knew,  when  we  were  born, 

That  life  was  mostly  toil  and  pain, 
Would  we  begin  at  early  morn, 

To  hoard  up  wealth  from  greed  of  gain? 
Or  would  we  strive  to  strew  some  flowers, 
And  ease  the  pathway  of  a few, 

Of  these  fellow- journeymen  of  ours, — 

If  we  but  knew? 


If  we  but  knew,  when  we  were  young, 
The  sequence  of  the  love  we  hold, 
How  many  songs  would  be  unsung, 

How  many  loves  would  be  untold  ? 

* 

How  many  men  would  dare  aspire, 

And  hope  for  homes  beyond  the  blue? 
Would  human  feet  evade  the  mire, 

If  we  but  knew? 
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LOST  OPPORTUNITIES. 


ETTA  S.  JOHNSON. 

DREAMED  I walked  upon  the  beach, 

Where  winds  and  waves  were  won't  to  reach 
I proudly  bore  within  my  hand, 

A tray  of  precious  treasured  sand. 

I tripped  and  lost  my  treasured  prize, 

Naught  but  time  like  treasure  flies, 

I sought  the  grains  all  night  and  day, 

I tore  my  hair,  I knelt  to  pray. 

Tears  fiom  my  eyes  flowed  like  a stream, 
But  not  one  grain  could  I redeem, 

I woke  and  knew  the  grains  were  hours, 
Scattered  along  in  leafy  bowers. 

Listlessly  strewn  on  sunny  days, 
Thoughtlessly  scattered  in  many  ways,  • 

More  precious  than  sand  to  all  ’twould  seem, 
But  far  more  difficult  to  redeem. 

Our  days  and  years  so  idly  spent, 

Yet  ever  planning  good  intent, 

Dreaming  of  deeds  both  good  and  great, 

But  the  hours  were  lost ; ’tis  now  too  late. 
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THE  STARS  AND  THE  BARS. 


C.  T.  L.  HICKMAN. 


Y heart  is  sad  when  I think  of  the  days, 

Of  forty-one  years  ago, 

When  the  boys  in  Gray  were  coming  home, 
With  naught  but  the  rags  they  wore. 


We  were  fighting  for  what  we  thought  was  right, 
Though  it’s  been  forty  years  or  more, 

Our  minds  have  not  changed  in  all  these  years, 
We  think  as  we  thought  before. 


They  were  wounded  and  sore  and  starved  to  death, 
• But  were  straggling  home  to  see, 

If  there  was  naught  of' their  dear  land  left, 

After  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea. 


I am  sad  tonight  as  I think  of  the  past, 

How  few  that  are  left  now  to  see, 

The  thousands  go  over  the  River  so  dark, 

And  rest  in  the  shade  of  the  tree. 

We  honored  and  loved  the  Stars  and  the  Bars, 
To  us  it  was  sacred  and  right; 

But  if  any  should  dare  touch  the  United  States, 
We  will  fight  for  the  Stars  and  the  Stripes. 

We  found  our  homes  in  ashes, 

No  money  to  begin  anew, 

Our  land  was  a desolate  plain, 

And  times  were  looking  blue. 

But  we  had  men  of  courage, 

Such  as  Gordan,  Johnston,  Lee, 

Who  said,  “Go  right  to  work,  boys, 

The  result  you  soon  will  see." 

And  now  we  have  tilled  the  soil, 

For  forty  years  or  more, 

We’ve  prospered  and  we're  rich  today, 

In  honor  and  in  store. 
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LOVE'S  SOLILOQUY. 


JNO.  G.  HUEKELS. 


HE  silvery  rays  are  falling*  from  the  moon  so  fair, 
The  angels,  they  are  calling  my  soul  to  nestle  there, 

As  I lay  here  of  an  evening  gazing  at  the  stars  above, 
With  no  sign  of  sleeping,  thinking  of  the  one  I love. 


She  is  the  prettiest,  and  my  heart  belongs  to  her, 

She  is  graceful  and  is  witty,  no  one  ever  was  so  fair, 

I can  see  her  long  dark  tresses,  and  her  little  eyes  of  blue, 
These  words  cannot  express  her  beauty,  no  one  could  tell  it  true. 

I am  happy  in  her  presence,  as  happy  as  can  be, 

But  my  heart  is  always  heavy  when  she  is  far  away  from  me, 
Man’s  heart  is  very  little  compared  to  one  like  this. 

But  if  she  will  stoop  to  reach  me,  I will  stretch  to  kiss. 


Now  I love  this  pretty  lassie ; but  my  love  I must  deny, 

The  perfect  right  to  tell  it,  or  my  pretty  bird  might  fly ; 

So  I’ll  hold  my  tongue  today,  till  the  lassie  finds  me  out, 

Then  you  can  expect  what  will  happen  on  that  day  or  thereabout. 
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CHRIST  JESUS  CAME  TO  SAVE  SINNERS. 


MRS.  RUTH  WATKINS. 


HILE  strolling  down  the  street, 
I heard  a song  so  sweet. 


I longed  so  once  again 
To  hear  the  sweet  refrain. 

I entered  the  house  of  worship, 
And  listened  intent ; 

For  this  was  a message 
To  my  sinful  heart  sent. 


Christ  Jesus  came 
Not  the  Christians  to  seek, 
But  to  pardon  poor  sinners, 
To  strengthen  the  w^eak, 

If  you  wall  accept  Him, 

He  will  take  your  hand, 
And  lead  you  up  Yonder, 
To  the  Promised  Land. 


They  told  me  of  God, 

Who  is  merciful  to  all, 

Who  careth  for  the  sparrows, 
And  knoweth  where  they  fall. 
They  told  me  how  tenderly 
He  watches  o’er  His  flock, 
How  he  leaves  the  ninetv-nine, 
For  the  one  that’s  straying  off. 

I no  longer  fear  Him, 

As  a wrathful  God, 

But  seek  Him  as  the  Father, 
Of  all  that  is  good. 

And  daily  I pray  Him, 

My  heart  to  prepare 
To  enter  His  Mansions, 

That  are  built  so  fair. 
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DREAMING. 


MRS.  NELLIE  B.  REED. 

O a beautiful  land  in  a far  away  clime, 

My  fancy  is  constantly  straying, 

And  the  vista  is  sweet  as  a silvery  chime, 
Wafted  from  over  the  river  of  time, 

Its  billows  the  melody  swaying. 

There  Infinite  light  lends  a radiant  glow, 

Far  out  o’er  the  distance  flowing, 

And  the  voices  of  angels  in  tones  soft  and  low, 
With  songs  of  the  ransomed  murmuring  flow, 
Sweet  pleasure  forever  bestowing. 

Oh  ! the  beautiful  vision  my  senses  beguiles, 
As  loved  ones  on  memory  ’graven, 

Appear  to  my  eyes  and  with  glorified  smiles, 
Cast  over  my  heart  bewildering  wiles, 

From  out  of  that  far  away  heaven. 
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THE  MAN  WITH  THE  BIG  SOMBRERO. 


MARGARET  SCULLION  WESTFIELD. 


E passed  my  house  at  dawn  of  day, 
When  half  the  world  a-sleeping  lay, 

And  the  summer  sky  was  cool  and  gray, 
The  man  with  the  big  sombrero. 

His  speech  was  soft,  his  bearing  proud, 
With  princely  airs  he  smiled  and  bowed, 
Ever  since  my  praise  is  loud. 

Of  the  man  with  the  big  sombrero. 


' Chorus : 

The  man  with  the  big  sombrero, 

Tight-kneed  pants  and  cute  bolero, 

For  love  or  war  lie’s  still  my  hero, 

The  black-eyed  man  with  the  big  sombrero. 

He'll  bow  before  a lady’s  grace, 

He’ll  dare  the  foe  unto  his  face, 

With  the  haughty  fire  of  his  race 
The  man  with  the  big  sombrero. 

He  drinks  mescal  his  throat  to  wet, 

He  rolls  and  smokes  his  cigarette, 

And  plies  with  skill  the  lariat, 

The  man  with  the  big  sombrero. 

The  fiery  steed  beneath  his  hand, 

Gently  pats  the  desert  sand, 

Because  he  knows  the  saddle’s  manned, 

By  his  boss  in  the  big  sombrero. 

The  Northern  seasons  come  and  go, 
Summer’s  heat  and  winter’s  snow, 

But  summer  dwells  in  Mexico, 

And  the  man  with  the  big  sombrero. 
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MY  WEDDING  INVITATION  IN  A PRAYER. 


S.  W.  COOPER. 

WAS  seated  one  night  by  the  side  of  my  love, 

And  the  flowers  were  blooming  in  May, 

A voice  I could  hear,  “You  are  welcome,  my  dear,” 
From  my  mother  who  was  kneeling  to  pray. 

The  moon  shines  bright  on  a beautiful  night, 

And  there’s  fragrance  of  roses  so  fair, 

And  an  angel  of  Heaven  gave  a message  of  love, 

To  my  mother  that  night  in  her  prayer. 

She  asked  God’s  protection  thro’  an  angel  of  love, 

O'er  a daughter  so  lovely  and  fair, 

That  she  make  a good  wife  and  be  blessed  by  the  Lord, 
Was  the  burden  that  night  of  her  prayer. 

A reception  was  planned  for  her  daughter  that  night, 

In  a mansion  so  lovely  and  fair, 

And  chrysanthemum  flowers  were  offered  to  her, 

By  her  mother  that  night  in  her  prayers. 

She  offered  her  daughter  as  a pure  sacrifice, 

As  a token  of  worship  to  be ; 

And  asked  God’s  protection  thro’  an  angel  of  love, 

On  ocean  and  land  and  sea. 


v 
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LIFE  IS  BUT  A DREAM. 


ALBERT  J.  M.  BLAKEMOKE. 


* 


STOOD  upon  the  unbounded  shore, 

Where  time  and  eternity  meet; 

I heard  a sound  like  the  mighty  roar, 

Of  the  ocean  breaking  at  my  feet. 

It  was  but  a sound  of  the  voice  of  the  past, 

With  its  sorrow,  its  misery  and  pain  ; 

Then  dark  o'er  my  soul  a dense  shadow  was  cast : 
1 struggled  to  be  free,  but  struggled  in  vain. 


I gazed  upon  the  uncounted  souls, 

Adrift  in  Humanity’s  stream, 

I saw  the  shore  with  its  mirey  shoals, 

Of  sin  and  greed  reeking  in  their  gleam. 

And  knew  that  the  strife  of  my  life  was  in  vain, 
When  I struggled  with  my  strength  alone, 

1 sought  out  the  power  that  forever  does  reign, 

And  my  soul  took  flight  to  its  Eternal  Home. 

EPILOGUE. 

Life  is  but  a dream  of  the  soul’s  endless  flight, 
Through  the  aeons  of  years  of  the  fading  past, 
Death  is  the  awakening  of  the  eternal  light, 

Which  is  ours  for  the  asking,  if  we  will  but  ask. 
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THE  DARLING  CHILD. 


EPHRAIM  WOLFE. 


HE  child  doth  here  this  life  begin, 
So  young,  so  sweet  and  yet  so  gay. 
The  joy  of  Heaven  it  enters  in 
Before  the  dawn  of  evil  day. 


The  child,  the  child,  the  darling  child, 
She  is  gone  Above  to  live  with  Christ. 
She  was  so  innocent  and  mild ; 

Her  home  is  in  yon  Paradise. 


Our  home's  so  sad  and  lonely  now, 

To  us  she  was  so  very  dear ; 

But  when  we  in  Christ’s  Presence  bow, 
He  drives  awav  all  of  our  tears. 

j 

The  little  darling,  she  is  gone ; 

Her  place  can  nevermore  be  filled  ; 
But  Jesus  has  her  taken  Home, 

That  we  might  Him  remember  still. 


Her  prattling  tongue  no  more  we’ll  hear, 
Nor  see  again  her  sparkling  eyes, 

Till  we  to  Yonder  Shore  dhaw  near  . 
Where  there  will  be  no  more  good-byes. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


WHEN  A GIRL  IS  SWEET  SIXTEEN. 


ALONZO  SHEWMAKER. 

HE  will  curl  her  hair,  and  powder  her  face, 

And  she  will  dress  herself  the  best  she  can, 

She  wears  fine  ribbon,  fine  dresses  and  lace, 

And  thus  she-  is  admired  by  every  young  man. 

Her  eyes  may  be  dark  or  they  may  be  blue, 

But  never  mind  that,  let  them  be  as  they  may ; 

If  she  can’t  talk  to  me  she  will  try  to  talk  to  you, 

And  to  be  sure  she  will  trv  to  have  her  wav. 

Her  face  is  fair  and  as  white  as  a lily, 

And  her  hands  are  as  white  as  thev  can  be. 

She  isv  a beauty,  but  she  certainly  acts  silly. 

Now  if  this  isn’t  true,  will  you  please  pardon  me? 

She  wears  little  shoes  that  she  may  look  neat, 

And  about  two  numbers  smaller  than  her  feet ; 

And  with  a smile  her  fellow  will  she  greet, 

This  pretty  little  maid  of  sixteen  sweet. 

% 

She  don’t  like  to  wash  the  dishes  or  do  the  cooking. 
But  she  always  likes  to  dress  and  go ; 

And  she  believes  herself  to  be  so  good-looking 
And  the  idea  is  she  desires  to  catch  a beau. 

She  will  stand  before  the  mirror  an  hour  or  two, 
And  the  flour  she  does  waste  is  a sight. 

She  wears  a nice  dress  trimmed  in  ribbon  blue, 

With  tucks  and  ruffles  for  that  suits  you. 

/ 

She  cries  for  a new  hat,  new  shoes  and  a dress, 
And  for  apples,  candy,  two-lip-kisses  and  gitm , 

There’s  only  one  thing  will  please  her  the  best, 

And  thac  is  for  her  best  fellow  to  come. 

Good-bye,  Sweet  Sixteen,  I know  you  look  so  fine, 
With  your  face  looking  fair  as  the  silvery  snow  ; 

When  you  marry  I hope  you  will  live  a long  time, 
And  enjoy  life  with  your  affectionate  beau. 


THE  OLD,  OLD  STORY. 


MRS.  RUBY  CLEMONS. 


ELL  ns  the  old,  old  story 
As  ’twas  told  so  long  ago, 

How  the  loving  Saviour  gave  His  life 
To  save  us  from  sin  and  woe. 


Tell  the  beautiful  story 

Of  the  Holy  Saviour's  Love ; 
Tell  of  the  Life  Eternal 

In  our  beautiful  Home  Above. 


Tell  of  the  birth  of  the  Christ  Child, 
Tell  the  story  old, 

How  the  loving  shepherds  sought  the 
Bringing  their  gifts  of  gold. 

Tell  the  beautiful  story 
O’er  and  o’er  again ; 

Tell  of  the  Holv  Promise* 

j 

In  Jesus’  Name.  Amen. 
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MARGUERITE. 


DAISIE  L.  BARCLAY. 


ARGUERITE,  do  you  remember 
When  we  parted  years  ago 
On  that  evening  in  December 


When  the  world  was  white  with  snow, 
When  the  wintry  winds  were  sighing 
In  the  treetops  overhead, 

And  the  moon  shone  down  in  sorrow 
When  you  left  me  lone  and  sad? 


V 


Marguerite,  have  you  forgotten 
All  those  happy  days  long  past, 

When  our  hearts  were  filled  with  sunshine, 
And  we  vowed  our  love  would  last? 

Now  my  life  is  filled  with  sadness, 

And  my  heart  is  filled  with  pain. 
Marguerite,  sometime,  my  darling, 

You  will  call  mo  back  again. 
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AN  UNFORGOTTEN  LOVE. 


CLARA  A.  MORGAN. 


HALL  I ever  forget  that  I loved  you, 

You  who  shared  all  my  sorrows  and  joys, 
Who  was  with  me  when  we  were  children, 
And  played  together  with  toys? 


But  years  have  changed  us  both, 

We  are  not  the  same  as  then. 

You  have  grown  so  cold  toward  me, 
That  I fear  a few  words  to  pen. 


You  told  me  that  you  loved  me, 
And  I returned  your  love. 

I loved  you  near  to  madness, 
My  witness,  God  above. 


But  since  you  have  left  me 
To  go  to  a place  far  away, 

I suppose  you  have  forgotten,  too, 
Though  I think  of  you  every  day. 

But  if  when  you  come  back  again, 

Me  you  any  longer  love, 

I will  give  you  then  as  I give  you  now, 
An  unforgotten  love. 
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THE  BRIGHTER  SIDE. 


HUGH  V.  COREY. 


HAT’S  the  use  of  complaining 
Of  being  so  tired  of  this  life? 
All  my  troubles  I am  feigning, 
And  making  my  life  a strife. 


For  if  my  life  be  brighter 

As  I on  my  journey  go, 

My  cares  must  be  much  lighter, 

And  I’ll  trv  to  make  them  so. 

- 

All  frowns  be  changed  to  sunshine 
By  the  magic  wand  called  hope, 
For  then  my  joy  will  be  sublime, 
And  my  cares  and  troubles  elope, 

More  gladness  will  surround  me, 
Bounds  of  happiness  galore. 

I’ll  have  more  friends  around  me 
Than  I ever  had  before. 


GATHERING  HOME. 


WALTER  E.  THEOBOLD. 

HEN  the  toil  of  life  is  ended, 

And  the  crowd  is  gathering  Home 
There  will  be  a sight  of  blended — 
The  weeping  at  the  tomb. 

0 faithful  friends  in  Heaven, 

Far  away  from  me, 

1 will  come  with  eleven 

To  guard  me  o’er  the  sea. 

Gathering  Home,  gathering  Home, 
Gathering  Home  to  Thy  favor. 
Gathering  Home,  gathering  Home, 
Gathering  Home  to  the  Saviour. 
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GETHSEMANE. 


ISAAC  WATTS. 


NTER  in  noiselessly,  solemnly  think  of  it, 

Bow  the  head  reverently  when  on  the  brink  of  it ; 
Tread  not  its  soil  with  thy  sandals  upon  thee, 

Raise  not  thy  eyes  to  the  olives  beyond  thee ; 

Drop  on  the  grass  a tear  where  the  Saviour  dear 
Sweat  dropped  in  agony,  down  to  the  ground. 
Sighing  Gethsemane — bleeding  Gethsemane, 
Where  by  the  rabble  band  Jesus  was  found. 


Make  no  inquiries,  move  alone  carefully, 

Pass  where  the  briar  is,  lift  thy  heart  prayerfully ; 

Pluck  not  a grass  where  the  Saviour  has  trod, 

For  Elis  feet  have  hallowed  Gethsemane’s  sod; 

Wet  with  the  chilling  dews,  oft  He  has  come  to  muse, 
Burdened  with  sorrow,  for  help  He’s  come  there, 
There  in  Gethsemane — honored  Gethsemane, 

Spot  of  seclusion,  where  God  knelt  in  prayer. 


Picture  His  agony,  as  to  the  ground  He  fell, 

Smitten  and  faint  He  lay  bleeding,  Immanuel. 

How  His  soul  groans  ’neath  the  burden  He’s  bearing, 
How  the  world’s  sorrows  His  heart-strings  are  tearing ; 
For  while  He  is  praying,  the  Father  is  laying 
On  His  guiltless  soul  the  world's  load  of  sin ; 
Languid  Gethsemane,  fainting  Gethsemane, 

Who  could  be  trifling  thy  precincts  within  ? 


Angels  turn  from  the  scene,  heaven  is  closed  to  Him, 
Hell  shoots  her  arrows,  keen  earth  is  opposed  to  Him. 
O,  the  black  darkness  that’s  filling  His  soul, 

Drinking  for  sinners  the  wormwood  and  gall, 

Witness  His  languid  eyes  lifted  toward  the  skies, 
Father,  if  this  I must  drink,  be  it  so, 

But  come  to  Gethsemane,  bitter  Gethsemane, 

Help  Thou  Thy  Son  in  this  season  of  woe. 
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Alone  He  is  treading  in  anguish  the  wine  press, 

Not  cowardly  dreading  His  enemies’  mightiness; 

Weak  as  a man,  yet  clothed  with  Omnipotence, 

Childlike  and  artless,  yet  God  in  Omniscience. 

But  for  lost  mortals  He  quitteth  the  portals 
Of  glory,  and  laid  by  His  sovereign  crown, 

And  chose  as  the  place  of  His  wrestling,  Gethsemane, 
To  turn  from  a guilty  world  Justice’s  stern  frown. 


Is  none  there  beside  Him  watching  those  tears  of  His  ? 
None  to  abide  with  Him  ’mid  those  dark  fears  of  His? 
Yonder  three  watchmen  are  thoughtlessly  sleeping, 

And  Jesus,  their  master,  alone,  sad  and  weeping. 

Watchmen,  is  this  your  zeal, — this  all  the  love  you  feel? 

Peter,  thy  Master's  betrayer  is  nigh, 

Entering  Gethsemane,  searching  Gethsemane, 

To  take  Him  away,  wilt  thou  leave  Him  to  die? 

Yes,  see  a band  of  armed  soldiers  approaches 
Preceded  by  servants  with  lanterns  and  torches, 

And  Judas  is  foremost,  conducting  the  van, 

Assuring  them  whom  he  shall  kiss  is  the  man. 

He's  nearing  the  Saviour  with  saintlike  behavior, 

Hark ! “Hail  thee,  my  Master/’  and  kisses  the  Lord. 
Now  rush  they  with  fury  on  Him  in  Gethsemane, 

But  Peter  springs  forward  and  smites  with  his  sword. 


"Put  thy  sword  up,  Peter,  sword  shall  not  free  us, 
Although  the  cup’s  bitter.  I'll  drink  it,”  said  Jesus, 

Then  healing  a wound  that  Peter  inflicted, 

Went  forth  sad  and  sorrowing,  poor  and  afflicted. 

No,  He  was  dragged  away,  cruel  and  hard  were  they  ;. 

Blood  drew  no  pity,  His  sorrow  no  sigh  ; 

Weak  from  Gethsemane,  faint  from  Gethsemane, 

They  led  Him  to  judgment,  and  nailed  Him  to  die. 
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THREE  VOICES. 


JAMES  A.  WOOD. 


HEAR  a voice  from  fortune’s  gate, 
“Make  haste!  you  have  no  time  to  wait. 
Your  every  hope  would  be  in  vain, 

If  you  should  fail  my  wealth  to  gain. 

To  me  some  monarch  bows  his  head, 
For  me  some  mighty  nations  bled. 

I plant  my  claims  on  every  shore, 

And  move  the  tide  of  human  lore.” 


A voice  comes  ringing  from  the  streets 
Where  idleness  with  pleasure  meets, 

“Come  bathe  your  soul  in  pleasure's  streams, 
And  bring  to  pass  your  fondest  dreams. 

My  gates  for  all  are  open  wide ; 

You  shall  not  go  unsatisfied. 

My  mines  are  rich  with  jewels  bright. 

They’ll  prove  to  be  your  soul’s  delight.” 

“Hush !”  wisdom  cries.  “And  let  me  talk, 

And  point  the  way  that  all  should  walk. 

I’m  rich  and  honest,  true  and  brave, 

Seek  not  a mortal  to  enslave ; 

Claim  nothing  that  is  not  my  own, 

Reap  nothing  where  I have  not  sown, 

A friend  of  both  the  rich  and  poor, 

Lay  precious  gems  at  every  door.’’ 
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POESY. 


MARIE  STERNS. 

OESY,  thou  art  indeed  a joy  ; 

On  every  theme  thv  wisdom  shows. 
Entrancing  tales  without  alloy, 

Songs  are  thine  like  the  blooming  rose. 
Young  hearts  will  thy  pages  turn, 

And  e'er  some  good  will  therein  learn. 
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LOVE. 


VESTA  E.  LEE. 


OVE,  thy  voice  I ever  hear  o'er  mountain  crag, 
Far  or  near  yet  e’er  the  same,  a sweet  insist, 

In  sunrise  and  in  twilight  hour — pain  to  resist. 


thro’  mist ; 


Thy  alluring  spell  like  music  in  the  hush  of  night 
Fills  the  sold  with  joy  complete — O heart's  delight! 
Fond  memory  ever  bringing  scenes  that  were  bright. 

O love ! thou  art  unlike  the  ever-changeful  ocean, 

Or  the  varied  season  and  fond  emotion, 

Free  from  every  passion — constant,  true  devotion. 


Love,  thou  art  immortal,  canst  never  fade  and  die ; 
Constant  earth,  sun,  moon  and  stars  thou  dost  outvie ; 
Lasting  as  time  and  the  bliss  of  eternity. 


In  deep  caves  and  caverns  where  startling  echoes  come, 
That  fill  the  soul  with  wonder — e’en  there  love  finds  a home. 
In  danger,  in  sorrow,  love  is  a Heavenly  boon. 
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A MANSION  FOR  ME. 


(REV.  21;  ST.  JOHN  14.) 
MRS.  LAURA  J.  RICE. 


HERE  is  a mansion  prepared  for  me, 

And  with  Jesus  its  glories  I shall  see; 

'Twill  be  in  that  City  of  Pure  Gold, 

All  garnished  with  pearls  of  beauty  untold, 
It  hath  twelve  foundations  of  various  hue ; 
For  the  Bible  tells  me,  and  I know  it  is  true. 


Oh  ! that  beautiful  City  of  mansions  fair, 

How  I long  its  wonders  to  share ; 

Where  'tis  always  day,  and  never  night, 

And  it  needs  no  candles  to  give  it  light. 

For  God  will  be  there  and  His  Face  we  shall  see, 
And  to  all  who  follow  Jesus  the  reward  is  free. 

All  praise  to  Him  who's  preparing  this  place, 

And  will  gather  the  faithful  of  each  tribe  and  race. 
How  grand  it  will  be  in  that  great  day 
To  be  His  jewel  and  hear  Him  say, 

“Come,  inherit  the  Kingdom  prepared  for  you  !" 
Oh ! then  to  His  precept  may  we  ever  be  true ! 


* 
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A NIGHT  IN  JANUARY. 


JAS.  ALEXANDER. 

I 


»EEP,  deep  and  hard  lies  the  crystalled  snow  ; 

Not  a cloud  obscures  the  expanse  profound 
Of  heaven  with  myriad  stars  aglow ; 

And  a vasty  stillness  reigns  around, 

Broken  onlv  bv  the  sound 
Of  my  foot-steps  grinding  the  frozen  snow. 


On  either  side  of  the  road  uprear, 

Like  mighty,  dark-cloaked  sentinels, 
Sky-piercing  fir  and  spruce  and  pine 
Like  giants  chained  by  mystic  spells. 
Grim  guardians  of  the  road  are  they, 
Who  constant  watch  by  night  and  day. 


A moment  breaks,  around  the  hill, 

Of  distant  bells  the  merry  chime 
That  wakes  the  echoes  wild  and  shrill 
With  the  mad  music  of  its  rhyme ; 

And  bursts  anew  from  time  to  time, 

Then  dies  again  and  all  is  still. 

\ 

No  moon-light  floods  the  fields  tonight, 
Naught  but  the  deep,,  soft  glow  of  stars, 
Where  sweep  in  grand,  untiring  flight  ' 

The  planets  in  their  golden  cars. 

Old  Roman  deities  bedignt, 

Venus  and  Jupiter  and  Mars. 

Deep,  deep  and  hard  lies  the  crystalled  snow ; 

Not  a cloud  obscures  the  expanse  profound 
Of  Heaven  with  myriad  stars  aglow ; 

And  a vasty  stillness  reigns  around, 

Broken  only  by  the  sound 
Of  my  foot-steps  grinding  the  frozen  snow. 
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THE  BOOK  THAT  STANDS. 


JOSEPH  FREEMAN  TUPPER. 

"OD,  who  reigns  above,  below, 

*Gocl  from  whom  all  blessings  flow, 

In  Thy  Book  we  have  our  belief, 
Throughout  our  hours  of  joy  and  grief  ; 
For  Thou  wilt  never  let  us  fall 
Who  hast  led  us  safe  through  all. 

Crowns  and  sceptres  are  no  more, 

Whose  states  have  moulded  long  before. 

Time  hath  worked  on  all  its  will, 
Grinding  ever  like  a mill  ; 

But  Thy  Book  stands  in  its  place, 

Being  passed  from  race  to  race. 

Other  books  go  out  of  date, 

Publishing  houses  meet  their  fate, 

But  the  Bible  is  read  more 
Than  it  ever  was  before. 

Proving  always  when  it's  tried, 

To  be.  a true  and  lasting  guide; 

Because  it  is  its  Author’s  will 
All  His  promises  to  fulfill. 

Bombarded  too  has  its  castle  been 
By  critics  strong  with  tongue  and  pen, 
Who  splinters  from  it  could  not  shiver, 
Enough  to  make  your  eyeball  quiver. 


And  though  they  are  gone,  its  pages  stand 
Unruffled  by  the  thoughtless  band. 

Then  till  in  the  grave  we  lie, 

Let  us  keep  the  Bible  nigh, 

Believing  all  it  says  is  true, 

Telling  us  the  right  to  do. 

For  living  properly  while  on  earth, 

Is  how  to  gain  the  Heavenly  birth. 
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MARY  ROY. 


CAPT.  R.  W.  BURT. 


HERE'S  a lovely  girl  I left  behind 
Em  going  back  to  see, 

She  is  just  suited  to  my  mind 
And  waiting  there  for  me. 

My  Mary  shed  the  parting  tear 
For  her  dear  soldier  boy; 

She’s  proud  that  Em  a volunteer — 
Her  name  is  Mary  Rov. 


Her  heart  with  tenderness  is  filled, 
Which  fills  my  own  with  joy; 
And  if  by  rebels  Em  not  killed 
E’ll  marry  Mary  Roy. 

My  Mary  is  the  girl  for  me, 

With  eyes  as  black  as  jet. 

One  time  when  sitting  on  my  knee 
She  caught  me  in  her  net. 


But  I shall  ne'er  regret  the  day 
She  did  my  heart  decoy ; 

And  if  I live  until  Em  gray 
Ell  still  love  Mary  Roy. 

And  when  this  bloody  war  is  o'er, 
She’ll  greet  her  soldier  boy.  • 

Ell  take  the  kisses  kept  in  store, 
And  marry  Mary  Roy. 

And  we'll  live  happy  during  life 
And  all  its  sweets  enjoy 

For  she  will  be  my  loving  wife, 
My  own  dear  Mary  Rov. 

Comrades  in  this  awful  strife, 

I wish  you  greatest  joy! 

May  every  soldier  find  a wife 
Like  my  own  dear  Mary  Roy. 


\ 
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WILD  VIOLETS. 


HANNAH  B.  MERRIAM. 

HITE  violets,  sweet  violets, 

With  love  I bring  to  you, 

I gathered  them  all  this  morning, 

While  they  were  wet  with  dew. 

The  mossy  bed  by  brooklet  fed, 

Beside  a rock  they  grew.” 

They  brought  me  these  sweet  violets, 
Where  deep  within  there  lies 
The  charm  of  their  own  pure  fragrance. 
Born  of  the  woods  and  skies ; 

And  I know  Who  made  their  beauty, 
And  gave  their  lovely  guise. 

In  each  line  that  marks  their  petals 
I see  Thy  name  enrolled, 

And  I ask  Thee,  Dearest  Father, 

As  her  leaves  of  life  unfold, 

To  keep  the  heart  of  my  darling 
Sweet  as  the  buds  I hold. 
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SWEET  VIOLETS. 


CORAL  J.  IRISH. 


H,  tender  little  violet, 

I love  thee,  little  flower ; 

I kneel  to  thee  in  homage, 

For  you  brighten  many  an  hour. 


I gaze  down  in  the  tiny  heart, 

And  of  Heaven  you  speak  to  me. 

Thou  art  its  symbol  of  delight, 

All  truth  and  purity. 

Thy  raiment  of  spotless  white 
Is  like  a drop  of  snow  ; 

A tender  welcome  awaiteth  thee, 
Wherever  thou  may’st  grow. 

I love  thee,  little  violet, 

Thou  art  so  sweet  and  fair ; 

Thy  beauty  is  unrivaled 
By  flowers  anywhere. 

\ 

If  I could  lie  upon  the  grass, 

Beside  a rippling  stream, 

And  breathe  in  deep  the  fragrance 
'T would  seem  a Heavenlv  dream. 

j 

O thou  dearest  little  violet, 

To  thee  alone  I whisper  this : 

“If  I could  be  as  sweet  as  thee, 

I would  ask  no  greater  bliss. ” 
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THE  LOVE  OF  THE  MEDIVERE. 


ELIZABETH  m’cUTCHEON.  • 

EAR  Heart,  it  is  not  mine  to  paint 
A picture  nobly,  simply  grand ; 
Unskilled  in  art,  my  feeble  hand 
Can  not  escape  tlr  enforced  restraint ; 
But  if  I could,  what  tints  divine 

Would  glow  upon  the  canvas  white! 
For  unto  them  Ed  pour  the  light 
My  soul  has  caught  from  knowing  thine. 


I cannot  thrill  the  vibrant  air 
With  melodies  of  richest  tone 
That  link  true  hearts  in  every  zone, 
That  soothe  and  comfort  like  a prayer ; 
Not  vet,  but  were  my  spirit  free 
To  voice  the  music  of  my  soul, 

The  very  earth  would  cease  to  roll, 
And  listen  while  I sing  to  thee ! 

Had  I the  gift  the  gods  bestow 
On  favored  men  of  every  age 
Of  writing  words  that  make  the  page 
With  Heaven's  radiance  burn  and  glow- 
If  I could  tell  my  love  for  thee 

In  lines  that  throb  as  does  my  heart, 
What  flashes  from  my  pen  would  dart 
Of  mighty  genius,  calm  and  fair ! 


But  since  these  dreams  can  never  be, 
Since  I can  ne’er  my  love  express, 
And  yet  must  still  that  love  confess, 
Oh ! let  me  live  my  love  for  thee ! 

All  that  I am,  all  that  I know — 

I ask  thee,  dearest,  to  receive 
My  free  gift  freely — I believe 
Thou  wilt,  for  Oh!  I love  thee  so! 


342 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


WHEN  MORNING  FAIR  UNCLOSES. 


AMY  AMES. 


HEN  morning  fair  uncloses 
Her  eyes  of  ruby  light, 

And  all  my  wealth  of  roses 
With  pearly  dews  are  bright; 
When  through  my  lattice  breaking 
The  welcome  sunbeams  shine, 
My  first  thoughts  on  awaking, 
Beloved,  are  surely  thine. 


When  noon  her  solemn  splendor 
Hath  flung  o’er  vale  and  hill, 
Come  dreamy  thoughts  and  tender, 
When  all  is  calm  and  still. 

Once  more  before  thee  kneeling, 

I worship  at  thy  shrine ; 

My  heart  deep  love  revealing, 
When  all  my  thoughts  are  thine. 


When  twilight  onward  stealing 
Forecasts  the  coming  night, 

O’er  land  and  sea  revealing 

The  stars  send  forth  their  light. 

I wander  in  our  wildwood, 

And  all  my  thoughts  are  thine. 

When  night’s  weird  sounds  of  sorrow 
Fall  on  my  listening  ear, 

I dream  perchance  tomorrow 
May  bring  thy  presence  near. 

Sweet  fancies  them  outnumber 
The  stars  that  peaceful  shine. 

Ere  I close  mine  eyes  in  slumber 
My  latest  thoughts  are  thine. 
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TRUST  IN  GOD. 


WESLEY  HARTLOVE. 


HOUGH  dark  and  drear  be  the  way, 

Though  tempest  rage,  and  lightning  heave, 
Still  on  thy  God  thy  spirit  stay, 

And  in  His  promise  believe. 


If  gloomy  fears  thy  breast  invade, 

Or  lowering  clouds  thy  mind  o'ercast, 
Still  trust  in  God;  He  gives  thee  aid 
And  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast. 

When  far  away  from  home  and  friends, 
You  stand  upon  the  battle  field, 

Still  trust  in  God ; His  own  defends. 

He  is  thy  buckler,  staff  and  shield. 

Look  up  above  the  howling  winds ; 

A bright  and  glorious  light  appears. 

The  sun  of  righteousness  still  shines 

To  cheer  thee  through  this  vale  of  tears. 

He’ll  guide  thee  safely  through  this  strife, 
And  give  thee  victory  in  the  end. 

Then  crowned  with  everlasting  life, 

With  Him  you  shall  forever  reign. 


Where  storm  and  tempest  ne’er  shall  come, 
Nor  toil  nor  strife  disturb  thy  breast; 

But  welcomed  to  thy  Heavenly  Home, 

Thy  soul  shall  ever  be  at  rest. 
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THE  RIVER  OF  TIME. 


MRS.  IDA  PENDER  PIERSON. 


HERE  is  a life  atlas  the  schools  do  not  teach, 
Though  in  it  is  fraught  the  most  wonderful  lore. 
Which  we  all  should  learn  as  we  journey  along, 

As  in  it  we  wander  from  shore  unto  shore. 
Through  it  flows  a river  as  in  days  of  old ; 

It  rose  in  the  east  in  a far  away  clime; 

The  source  of  its  rising  the  Bible  has  told 

The  name  of  this  stream  is  the  River  of  Time. 


Chorus. 

Bear  us,  surging  river,  O river  sublime, 

Safe  into  Rest’s  Harbor,  O River  of  Time! 

In  infancy’s  boat,  on  this  river  of  time 

We  peacefully  glide  o’er  the  ripples  of  love; 

And  whispers  of  angels  are  breezes  that  blow, 

Waft  down  from  the  Beautiful  Citv  Above ; 

And  on  into  childhood  there  lieth  a land 

Of  roseate  dreams  of  the  vouth's  summertime, 

'Mid  gladness  and  pleasure,  twin  sisters  of  life, 

He  joyously  sails  through  the  River  of  Time. 

As  manhood  is  reached  on  this  river  of  time, 

The  winds  heave  the  swift  rolling  billows  on  high. 

They’re  winds  of  ambition,  misfortune  and  pride, 

And  they  will  his  courage  and  character  try. 

There ’re  islands  of  deeds  scattered  all  through  its  course, 
As  onward  it  flows  through  a mystical  clime ; 

It  empties  its  freight  in  Eternity's  Sea. 

Our  Pilot  we’ll  trust  down  the  River  of  Time. 
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A PRAIRIE  SUNSET. 


PEN  TRELAWNEY. 


CRIMSON  orb  of  radiant  light  supreme 
Flooding  the  western  sky  with  impressive  might, 
And  floating  billows  of  a grey  gold  sheen 
Spread  forth  invitingly,  as  lovers  invite 
Their  king  to  rest — forget  his  jewelled  crown. 

Sink  'mid  these  pillows  held  by  siren  wings — 
Lay  here  thy  radiant  form  in  glory  down, 

King  Sol,  and  cast  no  more  on  men  and  things 
Thy  radiance ; we  have  need  of  thee, 

And  in  these  robes  will  clothe  thy  majesty. 


King  Sol  glides  slowly  downward  with  a grace  divine, 
Flooding  pale  earth  with  an  effulgent  flood, 

And  back  beyond,  above  the  grey  gold  line 
The  golden  portals  of  cathedrals  stood, 

The  Sun  Cathedral  of  a Sunset  Sky, 

Clothed  in  the  mist  of  some  new  mystic  land 
Which  stretches  far  and  calls  invitingly. 

See ! portals  open  with  an  unseen  hand ! 

Beyond  that  mist  is  surely  Deity? 

Ride  on,  ride  on,  King  Sol,  the  world  hath  need  of  thee. 


Sirens  of  the  firmament,  withdraw 
For  yet  another  day  thy  downy  pillows. 

Rest  hath  no  meaning  for  thy  King — his  law 
Is  everlasting  motion  Thv  soft  billows 

o j 

But  glorify  his  going  down  to  human  eye, 

To  city  toilers  after  restless  hours, 

But  warns  them  that  this  sun-crowned  day  must  die. 

Another  night  must  pass  ere  morning  flowers 
Proclaim  to  mortals  yet  one  more  day  is  given — 

In  which  to  mould  earth's  clay  to  blend  with  Heaven. 
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THE  BAREFOOT  BOY. 


CARRIE  E.  CRUMBE. 


E stood  beneath  an  apple-tree,  one  bright  September  morn, 
Barefoot  and  hatless,  he  stood  singing  a song. 

Twas  a song  that  he’d  learned  when  but  a wee  boy 
From  hearing  his  mother  who  thrilled  him  with  joy, 
Whenever  her  soft,  sweet  voice  he  heard. 

It  was  so  wonderful,  all  hearts  it  stirred. 


As  the  barefoot  boy  went  on  with  his  song, 

A few  people  gathered,  then  a great  throng. 

But  the  voice  never  faltered,  not  even  a break 
Was  heard  in  his  singing,  “A  fortune  he’ll  make/' 
Whispered  his  audience  as  they  listened  in  tears, 
Until  he  had  finished  his  song  without  fear. 


Then  each  one  applauded,  the  boy’s  heart  to  cheer ; 
For  he’d  sung  well  in  a voice  sweet  and  clear ; 

And  a name  he  had  won  on  that  September  morn, 
When  he  stood  ’neath  the  apple-tree,  singing  his  song. 
Though  barefoot  and  hatless,  he  minded  it  not, 

And  he  sang  with  a will  not  easily  forgot. 

’Twas  confidence  that  helped  him  on  to  success, 

And  courage  great  above  all  the  rest. 

Though  once  he  was  poor,  he’s  now  fortune  and  fame, 
The  barefoot  boy,  who  made  his  own  name, 

A name  to  be  proud  of ! A singer  so  grand, 

Is  sure  to  be  welcomed  all  over  the  land. 


Now  try  as  this  boy  did,  and  make  you  a name. 

Have  courage  and  patience,  then  success  you  will  gain. 
Cast  aside  all  temptations  that  lure  to  the  bad, 

And  seek  naught  but  goodness ; be  merry  and  glad. 

Hold  your  own  name  with  honor  as  long  as  you  live, 
And  you’ve  gained  something  better  than  riches  can  give. 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  CHRIST. 


P.  A.  VAUGHN. 


HE  silvery  moon  was  beaming, 

On  the  hill  tops  far  away ; 

The  little  stars  were  twinkling, 

And  the  lambs  had  ceased  to  play. 


In  the  fields  were  shepherds  watching 
O'er  their  flocks  that  starry  night, 
When  an  angel  came  from  Heaven, 
And  gave  them  sudden  fright. 


“Fear  not,”  said  the  herald  angel, 
“I  will  not  your  peace  annoy ; 
But  I bring  to  you  a message, 
Tidings  of  eternal  joy." 


“There  is  born  tonight  a Savior, 

You  will  know  Him  in  this  wise, 

In  swaddling  clothes  wrapped  gently, 

In  a lowly  manger  lies." 

The  Heavenly  Host  with  gladness, 

Was  heard  to  say  just  then, 

“Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest, 

Peace  on  earth,  good  will  toward  men !" 


AN  EASTER  MORNING. 


ANNA  PEASE  TIBADO. 

EPHYRS  soft  and  balmy, 

Come  floating  o'er  the  lea, 
Bringing  sweet  memories, 

From  far  away  to  me. 

And  I hear  the  church  bells  ringing, 
For  one  and  all  to  come, 

While  the  little  birds  are  singing, 
Sweetly  singing  this  bright  morn. 


As  we  all  are  come  10  worship, 
At  the  sacred  shrine ; 

To  worship  our  Dear  Saviour, 
Blest  Son  of  God  Divine. 
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I KNOW  MY  MOTHER  IS  THERE. 


FRANK  G.  M COLLUM. 

Y thoughts  go  back  to  childhood, 
When  all  was  joy  and  glee, 

It  seems  I can  hear  my  mother  sing, 
As  when  I sat  on  her  knee. 

Oh!  the  joy  that  was  in  that  song! 

It  soothed  away  all  pain, 

What  would  I not  give 
To  hear  her  sing  again ! 

Sometimes  I am  sad  and  lonely ; 

But  it  goes  away  in  prayer, 

I will  trust  my  Father  as  my  Guide, 
For  I know  my  mother  is  there. 

When  we  meet  in  the  Better  World, 
Where  there  is  no  pain, 

Then  will  I see  her  angel  face, 

And  hear  her  sing  again. 
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LITTLE  JOY. 
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E.  A.  LOVELAND. 


H!  where  is  my  little  Joy? 

She  left  me  long  ago, 

My  little  girl  just  ten  years  old, 
And  oh ! I loved  her  so. 


She  is  gone  with  mama  and  the  rest, 
To  a land  that  is  far  away; 

Oh ! will  I never  see  her  more  ? 

To  thee,  O God,  I pray! 


Oh!  send  me  back  my  little  Joy! 

Her  sweet,  sad  face  I long  to  see, 

And  press  her  once  more  to  my  heart, 
Must  I pray  in  vain,  dear  Lord,  to  thee? 


PROTECTION. 


LUCY  A.  SWAN. 


HE  emblem  of  an  Unseen  Love, 
Surrounds,  befriends,  embraces  all, 
And  watching  like  a Heavenly  dove, 
All  souls  that  trust  and  all  that  fall. 


The  same  today  and  evermore, 

No  earthly  change  can  sever 
From  Him  who  hath  all  good  in  store, 
The  Lord,  our  God  and  Giver. 

And  though  afflictions  enter  in, 

He  will  not  always  chide ; 

If  heavy  clouds  be  dark  or  dim, 

A Heavenly  light  doth  guide. 


THE  ORIOLE’S  SONG. 


MRS.  SARAH  F.  BARDWELL. 

H ! list  to  the  oriole's  jubilant  note, 

List  the  glad  song  from  his  musical  throat ! 

It  starts,  then  it  trembles,  it  rises,  it  rings, 

'Tis  like  bursting  of  buds  into  bloom 
When  he  sings. 

How  the  melody  rings  ! How  it  rings ! 

'Tis  like  bursting  of  buds  into  bloom 
When  he  sings. 

His  song  is  of  springtime,  its  verdure,  its  bloom ; 

He  sings  of  the  orchard's  sweet  subtle  perfume. 

O’er  my  heart  a wild  transport  of  rapture  he  flings, 

Then  listen,  then  listen,  O heart, 

While  he  sings. 

How  the  melody  rings  ! How  it  rings  ! 

Then  listen,  then  listen,  O heart, 

While  he  sings. 

Oh ! glad  are  his  trillings,  so  cheery,  so  bold, 

Bright,  bright  is  his  vesture  of  crimson  and  gol 

All  the  music  that  pulses  in  all  the  glad  springs, 

Gushes  forth  in  one  ravishing  strain, 

When  he  sings. 

How  the  melody  rings  ! How  it  rings  ! 

Gushing  forth  in  one  ravishing  strain, 

When  he  sings. 
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A LEAF  FROM  THE  CALENDAR. 


DELL  BERRY. 


EAR  off  a leaf  from  the  calendar, 

Toss  all  the  fragments  away; 

Tis  but  a chapter  from  life's  varied  pages, 
Read  and  discarded  for  aye. 

Many  have  found  its  white  splendor 
Mettled  by  anguish  and  fears  ; 

Many  have  left  the  once  beautiful  page 
Blotted  by  sorrowful  tears. 


Tear  off  a leaf  from  the  calendar, 

Carelessly  toss  it  aside ; 

A storv  of  woe  for  the  widow, 

A dream  of  delight  for  the  bride. 

# A chapter  of  love  for  the  maiden, 

No  sweeter  one  angels  can  tell; 

A volume  of  hell  for  the  convict 
Confined  in  his  lonely  cell. 

Sever  a leaf  from  the  calendar, 

Remove  it,  its  story  is  told, 

Was  it  a tale  that  you  lingered  in  reading, 

Or  were  the  lines  cheerless  and  cold  ? 

Did  you  do  all  in  your  power 

To  make  it  a story  worth  keeping? 

Or  did  you  read  on  till  you  came  to  the  end, 
And  find  that  your  soul  had  been  sleeping? 


Only  a leaf  from  the  calendar, 

Torn  off!  Discarded  for  aye! 

But  the  story  we  traced  on  its  beautiful  face, 
Was  recorded  by  angels  each  day. 

Nothing  is  dropped  from  the  record 
Of  charity,  anger  or  strife ; 

These  discarded  leaves  from  the  calendar 
Are  copied  in  God’s  book  of  life. 
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EARTH'S  TROPHIES. 


MRS.  ANNA  THOMAS  WALL. 


\ 


N angel  came  to  pluck  the  flowers 
As  trophies  from  the  land. 

The  parent  stem  bowed  down  with  grief, 
The  flowerets  withered  in  his  hand. 

And  then  he  chose  the  silvery  laugh 
Of  a pure  and  loving  child  ; 

But  as  he  grew,  the  music  died ; 

Where  boy  had  laughed,  man  only  smiled. 


At  last  he  chose  sweet  mother-love, 

Of  Titian  gold,  and  Heavenly  blue. 
He  thought  such  love  in  earth  life  given 
Would  last  eternity  through. 

Forthwith  he  took  his  harp  of  love, 
And  smote  its  every  chord ; 

And  with  his  trophy,  “Mother-love," 
Ascended  to  his  Lord. 


STRIVE  TO  BE  KNOWN  BY  NOBLE  DEEDS. 


JAMES  M.  KNOX. 

TRIVE  to  be  known  by  noble  deeds, 

Deeds  which  men  can  ne'er  forget. 

Though  beyond  the  gates  of  sorrow  you’ve  passed, 
Your  deeds  will  be  remembered  yet. 

With  heart  and  brain  battle  to  win 
Among  the  heroes  brave  a name  ; 

Let  each  day  find  you  nearer  still 
The  glorious  portals  of  fame ! 

Unceasingly  toil  though  adversities  come; 

Dream  not  of  black  despair ; 

But  strive  with  might  and  courage  to  win 
A name  by  valor  fair. 

Engrave  your  name  by  noble  deeds 
Upon  the  hearts  of  men ; 

And  when  from  mortal  scenes  you've  passed, 
Your  memory  lingers  then. 
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WORDS  ADDRESSED  TO  THE  ROSE. 


JAMES  MACK. 


N youth  I loved  thee,  bright,  gentle  rose, 

I loved  thy  fragrance  of  smell ; 

I loved  to  study  thy  grandeur  of  pose, 

That  thy  secrets  I might  fluently  tell : 

From  whence  came  thy  God-bred  flavor? 

How  saintly  thou  shed  some  grand  light, 
What  held  thy  soul  in  God’s  favor? 

Thou  couldst  brighten  the  drear,  long  night. 


Through  years  which  have  flown  as  I wandered, 
Years  not  unclouded  by  pain, 

Thou  blessed  my  sad  hours  when  I pondered, 
Repelling  grief’s  hard-pressing  stain. 

So  divine  is  thy  great  lustrous  power, 

That  man  to  the  lowest  ingrate 
Can  not  linger  one  hour  ’neath  thy  bower, 

And  deny  that  thou  leadest  to  God’s  Great  Gate. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


357 


EVENING  STAR. 


LOU  M.  FLORA. 

eVENING  Star,  Bright  Star  I love, 
Beaming  on  me  from  Above, 

Tender  pity  in  thine  eye! 

Would  my  burdened  soul  could  fly 
Far  away  from  earthly  scenes 
Where  thine  eye  of  pity  beams. 

Gentle  Star,  ne'er  cease  to  shine 
On  this  troubled  life  of  mine ! 

Every  evening  as  I gaze 
Through  the  gathering  twilight  shade, 
Peace  comes  stealing  o’er  my  heart 
That  thy  gentle  rays  impart. 

Evening  Star,  One  guides  thy  way ; 
From  thy  path  thou  canst  not  stray ; 
May  He  also  steer  my  bark 
Free  from  evil  dangers  dark, 

Till  at  last  in  Heaven  I find, 

Home  as  pure  and  bright  as  thine. 
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SHERMAN’S  FAREWELL  TO  HIS  BOYS  IN  BLUE. 


CAPT.  R.  W.  BURT. 


HE  bugles  rang  clear  at  the  dawning, 
Resounding  in  valley  and  glen ; 

And  cheering  was  heard  on  that  morning, 
There  was  joy  in  the  hearts  of  the  men. 
'Twas  the  dawning  of  peace  in  the  Nation, 
The  war  for  the  Union  was  o'er; 

Peals  of  joy  for  our  country's  salvation 
Re-echoed  from  mountain  and  shore. 


'Twas  the  day  that  the  nation  rejoices 
For  glorious  liberty’s  birth, 

When  freemen  all  raise  their  glad  voices 
For  freedom's  grand  cause  on  the  earth. 
Amid  the  great  joy  of  that  morning 
A horseman  rode  over  the  lea, 

And  shouted,  “Your  Chieftain  is  coming 
Who  marched  with  you  down  to  the  sea. 


"‘The  days  of  your  warfare  are  over, 

There’s  a home  and  country  for  you ; 

There’s  an  end  to  rebellion  forever. 

And  Sherman  will  bid  you  adieu.” 

Then  loud  was  the  cheering  for  Sherman, 

The  glorious  Chief  of  the  free  ; 

Oh,  how  proud  were  the  soldiers  that  morning 
Who  marched  with  him  down  to  the  sea, 

Then  galloped  away  our  grand  Chieftain, 

Brave  leader  of  Boys  in  Blue ; 

And  loud  was  the  cheering  for  Sherman, 

'Till  his  form  had  receded  from  view. 

His  name  we  will  evermore  cherish, 

’Tis  engraved  in  the  hearts  of  the  free. 

A name  was  made  never  to  perish 
When  Sherman  marched  down  to  the  sea. 
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REUNION  OF  MEXICAN  WAR  VETERAN'S. 


CAPT.  R.  W.  BURT. 

COMRADES  of  thirty  years  ago 

Who  were  by  Scott  and  Taylor  led 
On  battle  fields  of  Mexico, 

And  for  their  country  fought  and  bled, 
On  this  our  Centenary  year 

How  glad  we  are  to  meet  again ! 

And  still  we  hold  the  Union  dear, 

And  true  to  country  still  remain. 

From  Rio  Grande's  eastern  bank 
To  old  Pacific’s  rolling  waves, 

On  many  fields  our  comrades  sank, 

Where  still  they  lie  in  foreign  graves ; 
And  we  survive  who  helped  to  win 
Those  broad  domains  from  sea  to  sea, 
And  glad  are  we  to  meet  again 
Beneath  the  Banner  of  the  Free. 

What  grand  results  to  freeman  came 
From  all  those  broad  domains  acquired, 
By  victories  won  on  fields  of  fame, 

By  men  who  Freedom's  cause  inspired. 
All  California’s  mines  of  gold 
Are  opened  for  the  nation's  gain, 

Our  coasts  extended — wealth  untold — 
From  corrimerce  o’er  the  western  main. 

A broad  fair  land  for  Freedom's  sons, 

To  find  a home  on  Freedom's  soil; 
Where  grains  of  gold  and  golden  grains 
Reward  the  worker's  honest  toil. 

In  this  we  have  a patriot's  pride 
Because  that  thirty  years  ago 
We  fought  where  many  comrades  died 
On  glorious  fields  of  Mexico. 
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EVER  BE  MERCIFUL. 


CAROLYN  PROBYNE  GUTHRIE. 

« 

€VER  be  merciful,  my  sister, 

To  all  around  and  about, 

Think  no  evil  of  any, 

Never  give  voice  to  doubt. 

For  we  all  are  only  human, 

And  grievous  may  we  err, 

Lo,  ever  be  merciful,  my  sister, 

And  ask  for  this  gift  in  prayer. 

Never  repeat,  my  sister, 

Words  that  another  would  harm, 

For  once  those  words  are  spoken, 

No  earthly  power  can  disarm. 

The  arrow  thus  sent  forth  unbroken, 
Which  can  pierce  with  grief  and  chag 
Fo,  ever  be  merciful,  my  sister, 

It  is  now  high  time  to  begin. 


Never  allow,  my  sister, 

Thoughts  to  arise  within, 

That  are  unkind  or  unjust  to  another, 
For  the  world  is  all  akin, 

And  love  is  over  and  about  us, 

For  God  is  the  Father  of  all, 

So  ever  be  merciful,  my  sister, 

And  pray  for  those  who  fall. 
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THE  GOOD  MAN’S  IDEALS. 


WALTER  EMMETT. 

IS  sweet  to  know  there  is  a soul  who  loves  you, 
i is  sweet  to  feel  the  touch  of  Friendship’s  grasp, 
Tis  sweet  to  feel  a mother’s  hand  caress  you, 

The  while  you  ponder  o’er  a righteous  past. 

’ .his  sweet  to  know  that  there  is  Something  Greater, 
A Something  that  we  classify  divine, 

’Tis  sweet  to  know  the  sentiments  of  Nature, 
lo  feel  that  Nature’s  God  is  yours  and  mine. 

’Tis  sweet  to  hear  a mother’s  voice  address  you, 
With  word's  of  love  that  calm  the  troubled  soul, 
’Tis  sweet  to  feel  a mother’s  hand  caress  you, 

When  grief  has  led  the  heart  beyond  control. 

’Tis  sweet  to  have  a father's  precepts  guide  you, 
'Tis  sweet  to  feel  a father’s  calm  restraint; 

’Tis  sweet  to  sec  a father  sit  beside  you, 

And  know  his  life  is  one  without  a taint. 

’Tis  sweet  to  know  the  comforts  of  a fireside, 

The  dearest  spot  that  ever- graced  the  earth, 

’Tis  sweet  to  hold  its  tokens  ever  sacred, 

The  memories  that  cluster  ’round  the  hearth, 

And  when  Temptation’s  snares  lay  all  around  you, 
And  Satan  seems  to  hold  supreme  command, 

’Tis  sweet  to  love  and  prize  such  tender  treasures, 
To  guide  you  with  a guardian  angel’s  hand. 

’Tis  sweet  to  see  in  life'  a touch  of  beauty, 

That  Wretchedness  has  tried  in  vain  to  hide, 

'Tis  sweet  to  feel  that  pleasure  comes  with  duty, 
Tho’  all  next-door  may  censure  or  deride. 

'Tis  sweet  to  know  your  manhood  is  respected, 

’Tis  sweet  to  have  a conscience  that  is  clear, 
And  while  you  travel  in  the  dark  neglected, 

To  feel  that  God,  One  Friend,  is  ever  near. 
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DID  YOU  KNOW  HER? 


CLARKE  N A YOQUELET. 


CAN  see  her  by  the  window, 

Pining  and  weeping  her  life  away, 
Does  any  one  know  her? 

Ah  ! they  did  in  her  day. 


She  was  a fair  young  beauty, 

With  eyes  that  danced  with  glee, 

You  would  never  have  thought  that  one  so  happy, 
Would  ever  trouble  see. 


She  had  a fair  young  lover, 

One  that  the  world  well  knows, 
For  his  wondrous  deeds  in  London, 
When  he  sat  upon  the  throne. 


They  were  lovers,  since  their  childhood, 
And  shared  each  other's  joy; 

Knew  not  what  it  meant  to  be  parted, 

Till  years  went  rolling  by. 

At  last  before  the  altar. 

They  stood  on  one  bright  morn, 

But  before  the  blessed  words  were  spoken, 
God’s  messenger  summoned  him  to  come. 

She  fainted  away  at  the  altar, 

Idle  crowd  came  gathering  round, 

She  was  borne  to  her  home  unconscious, 
Her  reason  no  more  was  found. 

I saw  her  this  morning  at  daylight, 

She  was  slowly  fading  away, 

In  her  vision  she  saw  him  coming, 

To  bear  her  spirit  away. 

Hark  ! now  the  bells  are  tolling ! 

Their  graves  are  side  by  side, 

Some  day  I too  shall  see  them, 

In  their  Home  beyond  the  Tide. 
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SAN  FRANCISCO. 


IDA  BLANCHE  WALL. 

1 

NCE  the  gayest  of  creation, 

Still  beloved  and  the  best, 

Gem  among  our  favorite  cities, 

Pride  of  all  the  Golden  West, 

In  vour  zenith  you  were  stricken, — 

Wreck,  disaster,  fire  and  doom 
Have  encompassed  your  fair  domain, 
Where,  alive  within  a tomb, 

You  have  fallen  crushed  and  fainting, 

Staggered  bv  the  blow  of  Fate, 

Darkest  pall  of  gloom  enshrouds  thee, 

City,  hills  and  Golden  Gate. 

Still  through  fire's  fierce  scorching  breath, 
Each  others  burdens  bear, 

While  earth  waves  rolled  and  sea  swept  in, 
Heroes  worked  with  voiceless  prayer, 
Bravely  patient  in  their  anguish, 

Sorely  tried,  but  true  the  same, 

Daily  adding  wreaths  of  laurel, 

To  their  native  scroll  of  fame, 

Gone  on  leaden  wings,  bright  city, 

Your  sunlight,  music  and  thrill, — 

We  mourn  you,  Pacific’s  proud  Empress, 
We  miss  you,  we  love  you  still. 

Soft  music  of  your  olden  days 
Lingers  in  memory  tonight, 

Love’s  silken  tendrils  draw  me  back, 
Dream  faces  are  once  more  in  sight, 
There's  light  ahead,  O city  brave ! 

For  widespread  o'er  the  earth, 

The  spell  of  your  magnetic  power, 

Is  felt, — known  is  your  matchless  worth. 


MOTHER'S  HANDS. 


EVA  MACK  WHITNEY. 


HOSE  busy  hands  are  folded  now, 
Upon  her  peaceful  breast, 

Their  labors  are  all  ended, 

Dear  Mother  is  at  rest. 

Those  toil  worn  hands,  toiled  willingly, 
From  dawn  till  evening  light, 

To  smooth  life’s  way  for  others, 

To  make  their  pathways  bright. 


Those  gentle  hands  whose  magic  touch, 

Could  smooth  away  our  pain, 

Are  now  so  still  we  ne’er  can  feel, 

Their  loving  touch  again. 

Their  fond  caress,  their  loving  clasp, 

Here  we  shall  no  more  know, 

Still  hallowed  memories  linger, 

As  down  life’s  way  we  go. 

Those  loving  hands  are  beckoning, 

Amid  life's  strife  and  din, 

Are  ever  beckoning  upward, 

The  Better  Life  to  win. 

Though  the  way  be  steep,  the  journey  long, 

E’er  we  at  last  reach  Home, 

May  we  ne'er  lose  sight  of  the  Mother’s  hands, 
That  are  beckoning  us  to  come. 
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TRUTH  AND  LOVE. 


CARRIE  B.  VLEREBOME. 


DO  not  ask  to  look  into  the  future ; 

The  present  is  enough  for  me. 

I would  not  ask  for  sight  to  gaze 
Unseen  things  to  see. 

That  would  but  add  luster 
To  those  future  years  to  come. 

My  life  works  lie  before  me, 

Til  grasp  them  one  by  one. 

Hand  in  hand  we  will  step  upward 
Across  those  rugged  paths  of  time. 

There  before  me  shine  these  wonderful 
Heights  of  knowledge  sublime, 

That  lead  afar  far  upward 

To  those  starry  paths  of  Truth  and  Love. 

The  world  would  then  better  far 
To  embrace  that  light  from  Above. 

And  open  wide  the  doors  of  Heart  and  Mind 
The  beautiful  message  of  Truth  to  find. 
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LOVING  THOUGHTS. 


CARRIE  B.  VLEREBOME. 


HEN  the  shades  of  night  are  falling 

• ° & 
Around  your  life  so  far  away, 

And  your  thoughts  are  ever  turning 

To  the  loved  ones  far  away, 

Will  you  give  one  thought,  my  darlin 

One  kind  and  loving  thought  to  me? 


cr 
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Although  your  brow  he  decked  in  laurel, 

Tho'  sometimes  the  braves  fail  to  win, 

And  your  life  be  all  surrounded 
With  the  noblest  works  of  men, 

And  the  land  of  great  genius  falls  across  your  wav, 
Will  you  sometimes  give  one  loving  thought  to  me  ? 
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CIVIL  DAWN! 


MICHAEL  EDWARD  TOOLE. 


HE  people  have  been  sleeping, 

And  their  rights  have  been  ignored ; 
But  now  they  are  awaking, 

And  their  rights  will  be  restored. 
Should  the  fruits,  of  honest  labor, 

Be  taken  by  a few, 

And  let  the  millions  suffer  ? 

Not  if  voters  will  be  true ! 


Don't  blame  the  rich  man  any, 

He’s  the  same  as  every  man. 

The  fault  is  with  the  many, 

We  are  making  all  we  can. 

Just  to  contemplate  all  nature, 

And  the  comforts  it  may  hold, 

Then  to  see  the  awful  torture, 

In  the  maddening  rush  for  gold. 

Most  civil  laws  are  bogus, 

I declare  before  my  God, 

And  millions,  multi-millions, 

Are  victims  of  the  fraud. 

The  Master  of  Creation, 

Made  the  world  to  be  more  fair  ; 
And  all  of  every  nation, 

Are  entitled  to  their  share. 

Send  the  working  man  to  Congress, 
He  is  qualified  to  go, 

Though  he  be  a pallid  penman, 

Or  the  man  with  the  hoe. 

“Would  he  have  enough  of  wisdom  ?” 
Some  may  say  with  bitter  sneers', 
And  forget  the  humble  workman, 

Far  back  two  thousand  years. 
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DIMPLES  AND  SEA  SHELLS. 


MRS.  HARRIET  WEBB  REDNER. 


WO  of  the  merriest  dimples  under  the  sun, 

That  were  sweetest  in  sorrow,  but  deepest  in  fun, 

And  they  lived  in  a cot  away  down  by  the  sea, 

With  a dear  little  maid — and  her  name  was  Aimee. 
But  she  sold  them  to  Harry,  her  sailor  laddie, 

For  two  beautiful  shells  (when  he  comes  back  to  me). 


In  due  time  came  the  shells  from  their  ocean  bed ; 
Then  she  iooked  at  her  laddie  and  saucily  said, 

“You  have  brought  me  the  shells  from  over  the  sea, 
But  you  can’t  take  my  dimples  unless  you  take  me. 
You  have  brought  me  the  shells  from  ever  the  sea, 
But  you  can’t  take  my  dimples  unless  you  take  me.” 


The  dimples  were  sold,  and  a year  rolled  by. 

Then  one  night  when  the  wind  and  the  tide  were  high, 
They  faded  away  to  the  Land-o-the-Leal, 

Where  sorrow  and  death  none  ever  can  feel ; * 

But  the  glittering  shells  by  the  Crystal  sea 
Will  e’er  lure  me  on  to  my  lost  Aimee. 

In  a soft  little  nest,  in  the  cot  by  the  sea, 

Lies  a little  pink  shell,  and  its  name  is  Aimee. 

And  the  Angel  who  guards  it  so  loving  and  meek 
Has  transplanted  the  dimples  to  each  little  cheek, 

As  softly  it  touched  with  the  tip  of  its  wing 
The  motherless  Babe  in  its  lullaby  swing. 


# 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


369 


GOD  BLESS  OUR  COUNTRY. 


G.  TOYNE. 

AY  God  bless  our  country ! 

May  it  forever  be  happy  glorious  and  free, 
World-renowned  for  happy  homes  and  liberty  ! 
God  bless  our  country ! 

If  foreign  foes  should  us  threaten, 

Or  our  country  dare  to  invade, 

Our  sons  they  will  find  awaiting 
Our  homes  and  country  to  save. 

Whilst  we  arm  not  for  aggression, 

No  tribute  will  we  ever  pay. 

No  chip  on  our  shoulder  we  carry ; 

But  stand  ever  ready  for  the  fray. 

Then  we’ll  sing,  “God  bless  our  country, 

And  keep  us  forever  free ! 

The  Land  of  Homes  and  Liberty, 

God  bless  our  country !” 
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THE  WHITE  LILIES. 


R.  W.  FOWLKES. 


NE  bright  crimson  October  morn, 
Two  lilies  unto  us  were  born. 

The  household  was  wrapped  in  glee 
Because  God  had  sent  us  these. 

But  came  the  huge  monster,  death, 
And  one  white  lily  alone  was  left. 


The  snow  a white  carpet  spread 
Over  the  earth  when  I saw  her  dead. 

Our  souls  are  as  white  as  snow 
When  first  Jesus'  Love  we  know; 

But  sin  causes  the  heart  to  chill 
And  robs  the  soul  and  destroys  us  still. 

Our  eyes  were  blind  with  tears 
When  they  came  with  her  bier. 

Broken  hearts  and  sobs  cannot  be  told 
To  describe  the  anguish  of  our  souls; 

But  Jesus  spoke  cheering  words 
That  he  would  care  for  our  little  bird. 

The  tender  love  of  an  infant  child 
Is  only  surpassed  by  the  God  of  the  Sky. 

Its  leaves  and  flowers  will  glisten  bright, 

In  God’s  garden  of  love  and  light. 

Her  little  spirit  dwells  in  love 
In  Paradise,  its  Home  Above. 

The  white  lily  on  the  Golden  Shore 
With  tiny  hands  beckons  us  to  come  o’er. 
Oh  ! I can  hear  her  whispering  tones, 
“Papa,  Mama,  sisters,  brothers,  come  Home, 
And  chant  with  the  angelic  host 
The  rapturous  songs  we  love  the  most.” 
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WHEN  NIGHT  COMES  ON. 


MRS.  A.  R.  HAMMOND. 

HEN  night  comes  on. 

And  all  beneath  its  sable  wing 
Lies  hushed  and  still, 

With  angels  watching  overhead, 

Then  deepest  thoughts  of  good  or  ill 
Possess  our  minds  and  hearts  at  will, 

When  night  comes  on. 

With  Him  Who  slumbers  not  nor  sleeps, 

But  lovingly  His  vigil  keeps, 

Let  us  commune. 

And  if  our  minds  on  evil  dwell 
That  through  temptations  hath  befell 
His  not  too  soon. 

When  night  comes  on, 

And  stars  do  light  the  Heavens  so  wondrously, 
Living  sweet  tokens  of  His  Laith, 

We  wonder  why,  tho’  just  and  true, 

God  gives  His  favors  to  so  few 
When  night  comes  on. 

And  would  we  know  when  Heaven  is  just, 

We  should  not  cower  in  the  dust 
When  night  comes  on. 


When  night  comes  on,  and  all  grows  dark, 
God  grant  this  fleeting  soul,  life’s  flitting  spark 
Will  And  us  ready ! 

Then  doubts  dispelled,  with  vision  clear, 

With  Heavenly  brightness  disappear, 

When  night  comes  on. 
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MY  MOUNTAIN  CHUMS. 


LOLA  VANCE  LANYON. 


HEN  L was  a child  in  that  dear  old  mountain  home 
Along  the  ferns  and  the  cedar  and  the  pine, 

And  the  rocks  and  hills  with  moss  o’ergrown, 

In  the  spring  and  the  br  ight  summer  time, 

When  the  snow  was  melted,  and  the  waters  came  down 
With  a rush  and  a rumble  and  roar, 

With  bonnet  in  hand  and  much-torn  gown, 

I romped  till  my  feet  were  sore. 


To  the  laughing  brooklet  I wended  my  way, 

And  landed  the  glistening  trout. 

My  heart  was  as  light,  my  life  just  as  gay, 

As  the  squirrels  that  scampered  about. 

I laughed  with  delight,  as  they  frisked  and  played, 

And  I tossed  them  a handful  of  crumbs, 

While  I said,  “Little  friends,  tho’  you’re  happy,  this  maid 
Is  as  jolly,  and  so  we  are  chums.” 


I loved  the  blue  sky  of  my  dear  old  mountain  home, 
I loved  the  wild  birds  and  the  flowers ; 

But  sad  is  my  heart,  and  cold  it  has  grown, 

Since  I quitted  those  bonnie  bright  bowers. 

I culled  the  bright  berries  that  grew  on  the  side 
Of  the  mountain  so  lofty  and  grand. 

I gathered  bright  gems  scattered  far  and  wide 
O’er  the  bosom  of  the  shining  sand. 

And  Em  tired  of  the  fetters  of  fashion  today, 

Em  tired  of  these  shimmering  bands. 

My  heart  Yearns  sore  to  be  off  and  awav, 

Em  an  exile  in  foreign  lands. 

I long  for  the  zephyrs  so  soft  and  light 
That  encircled  this  mountain  child. 

Oh  ! I would  I were  free  once  again  tonight 
Romping  o’er  the  mountains  wild ! 
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MY  MOTHER. 


REV.  J.  A.  JARRATT. 

Y dear  mother,  you  have  left  this  world, 

And  all  your  troubles  now  are  o'er. 

The  pains  that  racked  your  body  here 
You  will  never  feel  any  more. 

Your  soul  has  gone  to  Christ  Above; 

Thy  form  is  in  death’s  cold  embrace. 

What  a marvelous  change  God  hath  wrought 
Upon  that  lovely  face ! 

We  gaze  in  rapturous  wonder  now 
While  in  your  shroud  you  lie, 

And  wonder  what  power  hath  wrought  the  change 
After  your  soul  has  gone  on  high. 

The  old  find  wrinkled  form  was  laid 
In  that  beautiful  casket  there ; 

But  in  its  place  we  now  see 
A youthful  form  so  fair. 

It  makes  us  ask  if  an  angel’s  hand 
Has  been  placed  upon  that  brow, 

And  smoothed  it  so  that  we  might  know 
That  your  soul  is  with  Jesus  now. 
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IN  MY  DREAMS. 


HARRIET  BROWN-LANDOR. 


N my  dreams  I see  thy  haunting  face, 

Dear  and  sweet  and  most  divinely  fair, 

Thy  deep  dark  eyes, — so  full  of  love  and  grace, 

Thy  lips  so  tender  and  thy  raven  hair ; 

But  his  ever  in  a dream  that  thou’rt  near  me, 

For  long  ago  you  left  me  sad  and  lone, 

With  naught  but  mem’ries  glad  and  sweet  to  cheer  me, 
Of  her  whom  once  I fondly  deemed  mine  own. 


In  my  dreams  I hear  thy  tender  voice, 

Soft  and  low  and  Oh  ! so  wondrous  dear. 

In  my  dreams  my  heart  doth  e’er  rejoice, 

When  I feel  thy  gentle  spirit  hov’ring  near. 
But  long  ago  you  left  me — now  thou’rt  dwelling 
In  Heavenly  Regions  blissful,  bright  and  free. 
Thy  matchless  voice  the  angel  choir  is  swelling, 
And  naught  but  mem’ries  sweet  are  left  to  me. 
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A HEART’S  CRY. 


STELLA  RACHEL  FOOTE. 

YOUTH,  come  back  to  me,  I pray ! 
Whv  needs  must  I grow  old  ■ 

Why  drink  the  cup  of  bitterness 
That  Tm  outside  thy  fold  ? 

I love  thy  romping  ways,  O Youth, 
Thy  ways  of  care-free  song ; 

I love  thy  school  days’  happy  hours 
That  make  friends  tried  and  strong. 

Once  more  to  thee  I cry,  past  Youth, 
Bring  back  those  careless  hours ! 
Temptation’s  strife  and  energy, 

Let  me  not  in  their  powers. 

But  hark  ! I hear  a voice ; ’tis  God’s ; 

It  bids,  “Be  still,  sad  heart; 

Grieve  not  for  days  that  have  gone  by 
Nor  friends  that  did  depart: 

“But  with  a noble  purpose  strong 
See  good  that  God  dost  give. 

Yet  tho’  the  body  groweth  old, 

In  spirit  youth  still  can  live.” 
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THE  SHIPWRECK. 


AUDREY  MARENA. 


HE  night  was  dark  and  stormy  and  cold, 

The  waves  wildly  beat  on  the  rocky  shore, 

And  the  bell-buoy  which  warned  ships  of  their  danger 
Seemed  to  ring  out  louder  than  of  yore. 


Swiftly  borne  by  the  rough  waves  around  her, 
Amid  the  din  of  the  billows’  loud  roar, 

Is  a ship  whose  rising  and  falling  now  brings  her 
Nearer  and  nearer  that  fatal  shore. 


The  wheel  to  guide  her  is  powerless,  useless, 
Her  sails  are  torn  from  the  mast, 

Now  left  to  the  mercy  of  those  rough  waves, 
To  her  cruel  fate  she  rushes  on  fast. 


The  shrieks  of  the  passengers  grew  more  pitiful, 

As  they  huddled  close  together  to  await  their  fate ; 

For  urged  on  by  the  waves  and  the  tempest  around  her, 
The  ship  neared  the  shore  with  her  human  freight. 

Thrice  were  the  whistles  of  distress  loudly  sounded, 
Yet  no  one  came  their  lives  to  save, 

As  the  speeding  ship  now  dashed  against  the  shore, 
And  slowly  sank  beneath  the  waves. 

Those  despairing  cries  no  longer  resounded 
As  the  people  were  rushed  to  meet  their  doom. 

Ah ! only  God  knew  what  they  suffered 
As  they  sank  to  their  watery  tomb. 

’Twas  only  when  dawned  the  early  morning, 

That  people  learned  of  the  ship's  awful  fate, 

And  though  help  was  quickly  sent  to  the  rescue, 

As  often  before,  they  arrived  too  late. 

It  has  been  an  oft-repeated  story, 

Of  the  shipwreck  on  that  fatal  night ; 

A lighthouse  for  warning  has  now  been  erected 
To  warn  the  vessels  and  guide  them  aright. 
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MY  IDEAL  SWEETHEART. 


GEORGE  LEWIS  WATERBURY. 


RUE  soul-mate  and  friend  of  the  years  yet  to  be, 

Not  memory's  long  ago  pleasures  are  mine ; 

But  fond  expectation  of  meeting  with  thee, 

When  the  rose-plant  of  love  round  our  hearts  shall  en twine. 


€ 


Let  those  who  have  drunk  at  the  fountain  of  bliss, 

And  have  since  turned  away  with  their  appetites  cloyed, 
Not  envy  me  now  that  await  her  sweet  kiss, 

To  close  up  forever  this  heart’s  aching  void. 


I know  not  this  girl,  I am  loth  to  relate, 

She  stands  at  the  end  of  an  infinite  path ; 

Yet  she  knows  that  I love  only  her  and  would  hate, 
To  crush  me  to  zero  with  vials  of  wrath. 

Beyond  all  the  shadows  that  seek  to  beguile, 
Through  branches  fantastic  that  now  interlace, 

I feel  a soft  glow  from  her  radiant  smile, 

And  kneel  to  the  glory  that  shines  in  her  face. 
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I LONG  TO  SEE  MY  HOME  IN  INDIANA. 


INEZ  BELL  SMITH. 


ANCY  sees  my  dear  old  home  in  Indiana, 

And  my  dear  old  grey-haired  mother  too  I see, 

And  my  sweet  heart  in  her  home  among  the  roses, 

Are  the  pictures  memory  oft  presents  to  me, 

And  I long  with  all  my  heart  to  be  among  them, 

For  so  many  happy  memories  'round  them  cling, 
There’s  the  river  bank  where  first  I met  my  sweetheart, 
In  the  happy  days  of  childhood’s  early  spring. 


Chorus. 


Oh ! the  roses  and  clematis,  they  are  blooming, 

As  they  twine  around  the  home  so  dear  to  me ; 
And  I know  that  now  the  time  is  fast  approaching, 
When  my  Indiana  home  again  I’ll  see. 

Oh ! I long  again  to  see  the  dear  old  homestead, 
And  the  maple  on  the  hillside  near  the  stream, 
Where  we  listened  to  the  Robin  in  the  springtime, 
As  we  wandered  hand  in  hand  upon  the  green. 
But  my  time  of  exile  now  is  nearly  ended, 

And  my  home  and  friends  again  I soon  will  see, 
For  my  dear  old  mother  now  awaits  my  coming, 
In  that  Indiana  home  so  dear  to  me. 
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SCHOOL  DAY  REVERIE. 


GUS  C.  KAESEMACHER. 

OW  dear  to  my  heart  seem  past  recollections ! 

The  days  of  my  childhood  seem  like  a reflection 
Produced  all  at  once  by  a mirror  of  time ; 

I see  how  we  studied  both  meter  and  rhyme. 

How  I loved  that  red  school  house  in  sunshine  and  shower, 
How  I ran  when  the  bell  was  proclaiming  the  hour ; 

How  I sped  up  the  hill  when  I thought  I was  late, 

Since  to  become  tardy  I always  did  hate. 

I can  hear  my  kind  teachers  call  unto  me, 

“Gus,  pay  more  attention,  more  quiet  please  be, 

As  here  on  this  desk  you  plainly  can  see 
The  nice  yellow  fruit  from  yon  willow  tree.” 

It’s  a wonderful  instrument,  with  which  silence  to  gain. 

And  when  he  used  it,  he  gave  me  a pain. 

Next  up  to  his  desk,  that’s  where  I was  put, 

And  that  was  the  time  I had  to  be  good. 

At  noon  we’d  go  swimming  in  some  nearby  stream, 

Or  on  the  old  swinging  bridge  we  could  be  seen ; 

Up  in  the  old  belfry  we’d  frequently  climb, 

Tie  up  the  bell  rope,  and  prevent  the  bell’s  chime. 

We’d  on  a dark  night  plug  up  the  key  hole, 

Or  in  front  of  the  gate  a large  boulder  we’d  roll. 

To  the  near  battle  ground,  sometimes  we  would  go, 

Our  teachers  would  seldom  our  whereabouts  know. 

Those  happy  old  school  days  have  all  passed  away, 

Like  some  of  my  classmates  who  were  happy  and  gay. 

Some  have  gone  into  business,  some  professions  have  learned, 
Some  far  away  travelled,  and  a fortune  have  earned, 

Some  have  thought  they’d  stay  single,  some  married  that 
could, 

And  now  tell  their  children  how  they  used  to  be  good, 

How  they  obeyed  rules  when  at  school  or  home, 

And  never  from  school  or  duty  they  would  roam. 
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LIFE. 


ALFRED  WAECHTER. 


ROM  the  Almighty's  hand  so  true  and  staunch, 
Each  life  is  a little  boat  that’s  launched, 

There  for  a while  it  sweetly  resides, 

Then  out  on  life's  sea  it  calmly  glides. 


There  'mid  dangerous  rocks  and  breakers’  roar, 
By  the  gale  is  blown  far  out  from  shore, 

'Mid  the  darkness  and  gloom  anon  is  tossed, 
And  perhaps  from  its  course  is  forever  lost. 


But  the  All-seeing  God,  who  reigns  on  High, 
Calls  it  out  of  the  storm  unto  fairer  sky ; 

And  ever  will  watch  that  bark  so  frail, 

And  takes  care  that  calmly  it  will  sail. 


He  Who  reigns  on  High  has  bidden  to  come, 
When  the  voyage  so  stormy  at  last  is  done, 
Who  not  with  a frown,  but  a smile  looks  down, 
And  bids  it  henceforth,  wear  the  victor’s  crown. 
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WHEN  THE  SUNSET  TURNS  THE  LEAVES  FROM  RED 

TO  GOLD. 


MRS.  JOSEPHINE  E.  CHACON. 


HERE'S  a little  mountain  town  out  west, 
Where  dwells  the  girl  I love  the  best. 


She  is  the  flower  of  the  hill ; 

She  is  waiting  for  me  still. 

She  was  my  playmate  years  ago. 

I loved  her;  but  I never  told  her  so. 


Chorus. 


When  the  sun  has  turned  the  leaves  from  red  to  gold 
My  story  to  her  I will  have  told. 

I long  to  claim  my  mountain  bride,  and  be  forever  by  her  side, 
When  the  sunset  turns  the  leaves  from  red  to  gold. 


That  she  loves  me  is  no  surprise ; 

For  she  has  told  me  with  her  eyes. 

I know  she’ll  be  true  and  wait  for  me, 
For  no  other  girl  my  wife  shall  be. 

I long  to  return  to  that  town  out  west 
And  the  girl  my  heart  longs  to  possess. 
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WHEN  WEDDING  BELLS  ARE  RINGING. 


J.  BOEZEL. 


HEN  wedding  bells  are  ringing, 
The  birds  come  out  to  play, 
Their  melodies  they’re  singing, 
There  is  great  joy  today. 


Now  thro’  the  portal  enter, 

Their  troth  to  bring  in  plight, 
And  have  agreed  to  center, 

That  troth  to  make  more  ti^ht. 

O 

• 

Harmonious,  undefiled  to  sing, 
Eden  comes  then  to  reward, 

As  ivy  to  the  oak  does  cling, 

It’s  the  happiest  wav  to  start. 


Happy  the  years  till  came  a time, 

When  his  wife  was  failing  fast, 
Broken-hearted  that  man  is  now, 

And  walks  with  eyes  downcast. 

That  God  will  spare  to  him  his  wife, 

He  prays  to  Heaven  Above, 

For  without  her,  dark  would  be  his  life: 
Ah  ! this  is  perfect  love ! 
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IN  THE  GOLDEN  SUMMER. 


HAROLD  COOP. 

summer  day  is  over,  the  evening  shadows  fall, 

^*^In  the  glade  the  birds  are  singing, — I hear  their  gentle  call, 

And  so  with  heart  enraptured,  and  so  with  smiling  face, 

I stroll  adown  the  path  to  our  trysting  place. 

Every  night  we  meet  in  that  dear  old  spot, 

Love  vows  are  spoken,  never  to  be  forgot. 

In  the  golden  summer  when  the  twilight  shadows  fall, 

The  whippoorwill  is  singing, — I hear  his  gentle  call, 

He  sings  a song  of  love  to  his  sweet  little  mate, 

With  a longing  in  my  heart,  I listen  and  I wait. 

For  some  one’s  coming  to  meet  me  beneath  the  old  oak  tree, 

Some  one  will  whisper  sweetly  endearing  words  to  me. 

/ 

’Tis  summer-golden,  sunset ! I stand  at  our  cottage  door, 

The  whippoorwill  is  singing  as  he  sang  in  days  of' yore, 

By  my  side  is  our  fair-haired  laddie,  the  picture  of  his  dad, 

I hear  his  footsteps  coming,  and  both  our  hearts  are  glad. 

I see  the  smile  on  his  face,  of  happiness  and  bliss ; 

He  proves  it  now,  for  on  my  brow,  he  presses  one  sweet  kiss, 

His  day’s  work  is  o'er,  and  after  tea,  we  sit  in  our  cottage  door, 
Oft-times  in  jest  he’ll  say  to  me,  “Sweet  wife,  we’ll  be  lovers  once 
more.” 
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PANSIES, 

or 

(That  Is  Why  I Love  You  So.) 


M.  THORN. 


Ji  N the  quiet  of  the  garden,  in  the  shadow  of  the  trees, 
Where  the  robins’  happy  chorus  was  so  sweet, 

How  the  fragrance  of  the  roses  wafted  sweetly  on  the  breeze, 
And  the  pansy  blossoms  nodded  at  our  feet. 

I sat  in  blissful  rapture,  my  sweetheart  with  me  there, 

And  we  dreamed  of  happy  days  of  long  ago. 

It  was  then  I stole  the  pansies  that  nestled  in  her  hair, 

And  placed  them  near  the  heart  that  loved  her  so. 


Pansies,  pansies,  I love  you ! 

You  tell  of  days  of  long  ago, 

You  tell  of  joys  that  once  I knew, 

You  tell  of  days  when  love  was  true, 

And  that  is  why  I love  you  so. 

The  years  are  slowly  shifting  since  we  parted,  she  and  I, 

And  our  lives  still  are  drifting  far  apart, 

But  there  is  sweetness  in  the  memory  of  the  days  that  have  gone  by. 

And  a sadness  takes  possession  of  my  breast. 

There’s  a faded  flower  I cherish  if  her  face  no  more  I see, 

And  a soul  so  full  of  yearning,  and  despair ; 

For  my  thoughts  shall  ever  be  of  the  girl  so  dear  to  me, 

With  the  little  pansy  blossoms  in  her  hair. 
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A DEPOT  SCENE. 


CHAS.  A.  LAUFER. 

m 

TfTlJHILE  sitting  in  a depot,  in  a far-off  country  town, 

watching  the  passengers  as  they  did  arrive, 

Among  them  I saw  an  old  gray-haired  man, 

And  a woman  I took  to  be  his  wife. 

When  the  train  pulled  up  that  took  them  away, 

The  old  man  began  to  cry,  and  I o’erheard  him  say : — 

“Goodbye,  dear  homestead,  where  we've  both  grown  old, 

And  God  bless  you,  dear  friends,"  and  this  story  he  told : 

We  have  a son,  John,  once  our  pride  and  joy, 

There  was  a time,  sir,  when  we  thought  him  the  only  boy, 

When  he  grew  up  to  manhood,  we  gave  him  home  and  all, 

He  began  to  gamble,  the  cause  of  our  downfall. 

Parents,  take  a warning,  don’t  give  away  your  home, 

For  the  days  of  sorrow  soon  enough  will  come, 

Little  did  we  think  that  our  lives  would  end  in  woe, 

Over  the  hills  to  the  poorhouse  together  we  must  go. 

Young  men,  take  a warning,  to  your  parents  be  true, 

Never  take  to  gambling  for  soon  the  time  you'll  rue, 

How  oft-times  in  past  life  the  story  has  been  told, 

The  ending  of  a gambler’s  strife, — in  a cell  so  cold. 

If  you’ll  but  consider  you  have  nothing  there  to  gain, 

Nothing  but  dishonor,  sorrow,  grief  and  shame ! 

Just  think  of  your  poor  parents,  how  hard  has  been  their  strain, 
And  now  they  are  in  the  poorhouse,  and  you  are  all  to-  blame. 

Just  take  a look  in  our  prisons,  and  ask  the  prisoners  all, 

The  most  of  them  will  soon  confess  gambling  caused  their  downfall, 
And  'every  one  of  them  was  once  a mother’s  pride  and  joy, 

So  you  see  how  a mother’s  sorrows  are  caused  by  a boy. 

Be  sure  to  be  honest,  try  whatever  you  may, 

You’re  sure  to  be  rewarded,  and  sure  to  win  the  day, 

Now,  young  men,  take  this  warning,  to  your  friends  be  true, 

Then  honor,  love  and  happiness,  will  be  a home  for  you. 
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I’D  LIKE  TO  SEE  MY  HOME  AGAIN. 


MRS  AMOS  BARTLETT. 


H!  the  thoughts  of  home,  how  oft  they  rise 
Like  Heaven’s  sweet  peace  before  my  eyes. 
The  joys  of  this  world  so  soon  pass  by. 
And  the  dearest  friends,  we  say  good-bye. 


There's  a table  that’s  only  set  for  one ; 

Where  children  played  till  the  day  was  done ; 
But  nevermore  will  the  joys  of  mirth 
Come  again  to  us  children  here  on  earth. 


It  was  not  a mansion,  but  only  a cot ; 

But  the  pleasures  will  never  be  forgot. 

Though  it  brings  sad  thoughts  of  mother  alone  ; 
The  children  one  by  one  have  left  the  home. 


One  to  the  grave,  the  rest  married  and  gone; 
And  our  poor  mother  is  left  all  alone. 

Yes,  father  is  buried  beneath  the  sod, 
And  dear  mother’s  race  is  very  near  trod. 


Yes,  childhood’s  joys  are  oh!  so  fleeting; 

But  we  look  forward  to  a happy  meeting, 

Where  we,  if  faithful,  our  family  of  seven 
With  joy  may  all  meet  again  in  Heaven. 
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RETROSPECT. 


ELLA  CORSON  SLATER. 


% 


HEN  the  sun  shines  bright,  and  its  warming  light 
Sifts  through  the  branches  of  tender  green, 
And  earth’s  fond  heart  aroused  from  rest 
Feels  the  quiver  of  life,  in  root  and  grain, 

She  breathes  no  sigh,  and  asks  not  why 
The  tides  of  life  bound  high  and  clear ; 

Hers  but  to  nurture  what  God  has  sent, 

Trees,  grass  and  flowers,  all  hers  and  dear. 


She  asks  not  why  all  nature  thrills, 

And  springs  to  life  all  beauteous  things : 
She  only  knows  that  God  so  wills, 

And  reckons  not  the  days  have  wings. 
She  feels  thee,  sun,  but  knows  thee  not, 
And  takes  thy  rays  as  nature's  dower ; 
And  while  her  breast  now  throbs  with  life, 
She  cannot  miss  what  thou  dost  shower. 


But  when  the  sun  sinks  in  the  west, 

And  the  heart  grows  cold  that  once  was  warm, 
And  the  flowers  she  loved  and  fondly  pressed 

Have  ripened  their  seed,  have  scattered  and  gone, 
Beam  soft,  O sun,  with  gentle  rays 

On  the  bosom  chilled  with  grief  and  awe ; 

For  it  hath  a memory  of  other  days, 

And  yearns  for  thee  now,  as  never  of  yore. 


A TOUCH  OF  NATURE  FROM  THE  WEST. 


. BELLE  STEVENS. 

LOFTY  mountains  rising  calm  and  tall, 

In  silent  splendor  stands  your  rugged  walls, 

Faithful  sentinels  born  centuries  ago: 

Storm-courted  watchers  with  crests  of  snow ; 

And  wondrous  vails  of  mist  that  come  and  go, 

O’er  your  time-honored  heads,  the  wilful  chinooks  blow, 
And  sough  in  vain,  away  to  coax  your  caps  of  snow, 
And  though  by  sun  and  winds  oft  you  are  kissed, 
Sublime  you  gleam  amid  sunshine  or  mist. 

Oft  as  I gaze  upon  your  rugged  coat, 

O’er  which  sped  the  wild  deer  and  mountain  goat, 

I ponder  o’er  and  dimly  try  to  guess, 

The  wondrous  minerals  hidden  in  your  breast, 

Here  at  your  foot  the  rippling  rivers  glide, 

Amid  evergreen  forests  spreading  far  and  wide, 

And  rich  and  fertile  valleys  picturesque,  unsurpassed, 
Where  bounteous  nature  responds  to  cultures  clasp, 

And  the  music  of  industry's  hammer’s  busy  hum, — 
Rings  cheerful  echoes,  o’er  the  hill  of  Washington. 
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I LOVE  YOU  JUST  BECAUSE  YOUR  EYES  ARE 

BLUE. 


JOS.  SOLIERI. 


NE  bright  day  in  the  merry  month  of  Mlay, 
Together  stood  a lad  and  maiden  fair, 

She  was  a beauty  fam'd  for  miles  around, 
With  wonderful  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair. 
And  as  he  held  her  closely  to  his  breast, 

He  told  the  story  of  his  love  so  true, 

And  said,  “You  are  the  girl  I love  the  best, 
That  is  why  I'm  singing  this  to  you : 


Chorus : 

“I  love  you  just  because  your  eyes  are  blue; 

Pretty  girls  like  you  are  very  few, — 

With  your  handsome  eyes  you’ve  got  me  hypnotized, 
I love  you  just  because  your  eyes  are  blue.” 


While  the  sun  was  brightly  shining  thro’  the  land, 
And  the  fragrance  of  sweet  flowers  fill’d  the  air ; 
A couple  young  was  strolling  hand  in  hand, 

So  happy  were  they  and  so  free  from  care. 

A year  passed  by,  and  then  one  summer’s  day, 

For  them  the  merry  wedding  bells  do  ring; 

And  they  were  joined  for  life  as  man  and  wife, 

And  now  she  feels  so  happy  when  he  sings. 


t 
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OUR  CHIEFTAIN. 


B.  J.  CARL. 


AIL  to  our  loyal  chieftain, 

Whose  voice  for  the  oppressed, 
In  fearless  and  defiant  tones 
Ring  out  from  East  to  West. 


He  has  bridged  across  the  chasm, 
Made  between  the  North  and  South, 
By  the  country's  savior,  Lincoln, 

When  he  routed  slavery  out. 

And  now  he's  gained  a victory, 

For  Russia  o'er  Japan, 

And  won  the  world's  just  applause, 
Almost  to  a man. 

He's  risked  his  life  for  country  too, 

And  tell  us  if  you  can, 

Was  there  any  other  braver 
With  his  cowboys  at  San? 

He's  been  threatened  by  assassins  ; 

But  to  threats  he  will  not  yield, 

And  yet  may  win  a title, 

Like  McKinley  and  Garfield. 

May  God  spare  him  to  the  Nation, 

'Tis  such  men  as  him  we  need, 

One  whom  we  can  love  and  reverence, 
And  follow  where  he  leads. 


Then  three  rousing  cheers  for  our  Chieftain  ! 

Three  more  for  his  beautiful  wife ! 

Three  again  for  his  sons  and  his  daughters ! 
May  they  each  lead  a long  happy  life. 


SHADOWS. 


HATTIE  GARRISON  MINER. 

HADOWS,  how  real  they  are, 

As  we  idly  sit  and  dream ; 

Dream  of  departed  years, 

Altho’  but  days  they  seem. 

Shadows  of  youthful  castles, 

Shadows  of  faded  love, 

Shadows  of  dear  ones  gone 
To  that  Beautiful  Home  Above. 

Shadows  of  hopes  and  desires 
Long  ago  a ruined  mass ; 

Shadows  of  vanished  joys, 

As  we  silently  dream,  flit  past. 

Shadows,  but  how  real  they  seem, 

As  we  hold  the  past  in  review : 

With  a bitter  sigh  we  almost  cry 
For  a chance  to  begin  life  anew. 

/ 

We  sigh  for  a chance  to  undo 
The  deeds  of  other  years; 

But  shadows  will  shadows  remain 
Tho’  we  fain  would  drown  them  in  tear 
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LIFE’S  HAPPIEST  SEASON. 


JOSEPH  HAROLD  GAITOR. 


S IT  when  the  gentle  springtime  zephyrs 
Softly  fan  the  leaflets  into  life, 

And  tiny  buds  are  breaking  into  blossoms  ? 
I am  sure  it  must  be  springtime. 


Or  is  it  in  the  fragrant  summer 

When  beneath  the  verdant  foliage 

I sit  and  watch  the  grain  and  flowers  grow? 

Tis  then  that  summer  is  most  beautiful. 

\ • 

0 

But  when  the  dreamy  days  of  autumn  come, 

Laden  with  the  eolden  fruit, 

And  gorgeous  leaves  with  tints  of  silvery  frost — 
Surelv  autumn  is  the  sweetest. 

j 

But  when  sere  winter  comes  majestic  in  its  purity, 
And  tall,  gaunt  limbs  stand  bare  and  ’reft  of  foliage, 
’Tis  then  1 look  between  the  leafless  branches, 

And  see  the  heavens  as  I never  did  before. 
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LOVE  UNREQUITED. 


ADELLA  E.  PEPIOT. 

AM  sad  and  Oh ! so  lonely  tonight  love ; 

I reach  my  arms  out  into  empty  space, 

And  try  to  feel  in  spirit  you  are  near  me, 

That  I can  see  the  love-light  on  your  face. 

Dear  one,  I lived  my  life  in  calm  contentment, 

I knew  not  what  love  was  until  you  came 

That  bright  Autumn  day  and  took  my  heart  away, 
And  now  my  life  will  never  be  the  same. 

Heart  of  mine,  remember  thou  that  golden  day 
Your  lips  from  mine  love’s  happy  answer  stole? 

Oh  ! then  such  love  awakened  in  my  heart,  dear, 

As  should  forever  bind  us  soul  to  soul. 

My  aching  heart  in  mute  entreaty  burning, 

With  never-ending  prayer  that  you  will  come, 

And  clasp  me  warmly  in  your  arms,  my  darling, 

Pressed  close  to  your  dear  heart,  beloved,  my  own. 

My  heart’s  dearest,  you  will  come  and  see  me  soon, 
Lest  in  a little  while  I may  be  dead. 

If  so,  I pray  your  memory  may  cherish, 

And  treasure  the  love  words  we  have  said. 

There  is  one  thing  I wish  you  to  remember, 

When  by  death  my  restless  spirit  is  free, 

The  love  that  would  have  made  for  you  a Heaven, 
Has  onlv  made  of  life  a hell  for  me. 
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BESSIE. 

[To  my  wife,  BESSIE;  written  in  fond  remembrance  of  our  court- 
ship days.] 


REV.  WM.  J.  SIMMONS. 


NCE  again  in  the  late  afternoon,  Bessie, 

Go  with  me  on  a twilight  stroll ; 

In  the  dell  'neath  the  pines  let  us  roam,  Bessie, 
And  commune  as  soul  with  soul. 

Let  us  go  where  the  song-bird  sings,  Bessie, 

To  its  mate  from  the  treetop  above. 

As  it  sings,  sing  to  me  as  of  yore,  Bessie, 

A sweet  song  of  a true  woman's  love. 


Chorus : 

Come  where  the  violets  bloom,  Bessie, 

Stroll  with  me  among  the  fragrant  bowers  ; 

Let  me  hear  thy  sweet  voice  as  of  yore,  Bessie, 
When  we  sought  for  the  wild  woodland  flowers. 


In  the  vale  the  violets  still  bloom  for  thee,  Bessie, 
And  upward  turn  their  sweet  faces  of  blue ; 

In  my  heart  love  doth  still  glow  for  thee,  Bessie, 
And  my  thoughts  ever  turn  towards  you. 

On  the  moss-covered  mound  by  the  spring,  Bessie, 
Sit  with  me  as  in  the  days  of  old ; 

Gently  place  thy  dear  hand  within  mine,  Bessie, 
Again  the  thoughts  of  thy  heart  unfold. 


Let  me  kneel  as  of  yore  by  thy  side,  Bessie, 

As  you  sit  'neath  the  stately  pine ; 

Let  thy  heart  speak  to  me  through  thine  eyes,  Bessie,’ 
Tell  me,  dear,  that  thou  art  truly  mine. 

Tell  me  again  that  thy  heart  is  mine,  Bessie, 

Bound  to  me  by  the  cords  of  love; 

Then  let  us  journey  as  one  on  the  way,  Bessie, 

To  Yon  Portals  of  Heaven  Above. 
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A SOLDIER’S  DYING  MESSAGE. 


ALBERT  A.  DAVIES,  JR. 


/^^HE  sun  was  slowly  sinking  o'er  the  hills  far  awav, 

HJ/ Filling  all  the  earth  with  radiance  at  the  close  of  one  sad  day. 
As  its  last  rays  kissed  the  forehead  of  a wounded  soldiei  fair, 
That  lay  upon  the  battle-field,  a-dying  slowly  there. 

His  comrade  in  blue,  who  fought  with  him  so  brave, 

Stood  by  the  dying  soldier,  who  would  soon  be  in  his  grave. 

They  stood  there  sad-hearted,  with  down-cast  head  and  eye, 
Fearing  any  moment  their  loved  one  would  surely  die. 


They  bent  with  pitying  glances  to  hear  what  he  might  say, 

To  listen  to  his  story  while  on  death’s  bed  he  lay. 

“Tell  mother  I've  done  my  duty  with  honor  to  my  name ; 

Tell  her  not  to  mourn  for  me  when  the  troops  come  home  again; 
For  like  a soldier  brave,  I was  not  afraid  to  die  ; 

And  my  last  thoughts  were  of  mother  when  I passed  away. 
Yes,  tell  her  my  last  thoughts  were  of  mother  mine, 

As  I lay  upon  the  battle-field  down  in  a southern  clime.” 


The  soldiers  are  returning,  the  streets  ring  out  with  cheers ; 

A mother  sits  in  sorrow,  from  her  eyes  come  scalding  tears. 
She  has  heard  how  upon  the  battle-field  her  son  had  lost  his  life, 
In  fancy  now  she  sees  him  and  hears  him  feebly  say, 

As  he  lay  upon  the  battle-field  with  others  far  away : 

“My  thoughts  are  of  home  and  mother;  for  them  I do  sigh, 
As  on  the  glaring  battle-field,  in  a southern  clime  I die.” 
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WE  ARE  GOING  HOME. 


MARY  A.  PRICE. 


E are  going,  we  are  going, 

To  that  Heavenly  Home  above, 
Where  the  stream  of  life  is  flowing, 


And  where  all  is  joy  and  love, 
To  that  Land  of  life  and  beautv, 


\ 


Where  no  sorrow  e’er  can  come, 
Where  we’ll  find  sweet  joy  and  pleasure, 
And  a peaceful,  quiet  Home. 


0 


We  are  longing,  we  are  longing, 

For  the  happy  hour  to  come, 

When  our  mission  here  is  ended, 

And  our  Father  calls,  “Come  Home.” 
Join  those  dear  ones  who  have  left  us, 
And  have  journeyed  on  before, 

Who  are  watching  for  our  coming, 

To  that  bright  and  happy  Shore. 


We  are  waiting,  we  are  waiting, 
For  our  happy  souls  to  rise, 

To  meet  those  dearly  loved  ones, 

In  that  Home,  beyond  the  skies. 
Waiting  for  the  blessed  message, 
From  that  kind  and  loving  Voice, 
“Come  to  Me;  thy  work  is  finished, 
Come,  and  in  My  love  rejoice  !” 


We'll  be  happy,  oh!  how  happy, 

When  we  reach  that  Blissful  Shore, 
Where  we’ll  see  our  Blessed  Saviour, 

And  be  saved  forevermore. 

* 

No  more  parting  from  our  loved  ones, 
In  the  Mansions,  of  the  Blest, 

No  more  sighing,  no  more  sorrow ; 

But  we’ll  find  Eternal  Rest. 
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WAITING. 


LAURIE  STEELE. 


ARLING,  why  linger  so  long  away? 

Patiently  years  I have  waited  for  thee. 
Numberless  faces  I meet  on  the  way  ; 

But  never  thy  face  I see. 

Flowers  have  come  to  the  cheerless  plain, 
Promising  fruitage  in  days  to  be ; . 
Swallows  have  come  to  the  eaves  again, 
But  thou  hast  not  come  to  me. 


Oft  as  I sit  with  my  long  unrest, 

Voices  of  music  my  loneliness  fill ; 

Whisper 'their*  peace  to  my  turbulent  breast, 

Yet  leave  it  unquiet  still. 

Just  the  one  voice  I have  never  heard, 

Eyes  that  must  look  into  mine  some  day, 

Give  me  but  these, — one  look,  one  word, 

And  life  shall  be  rest  for  aye. 

i 

Down  at  my  feet  lies  the  wealth  of  the  world, — 
Friendship  and  favor  and  fortunes  grand; 

Beggarly  still,  and  with  hunger  untold, 

I wait  for  the  touch  of  thy  hand. 

With  laurels  of  love  for  my  tired  brow, 

Freeing  my  soul  from  its  cruel  need, 

Build  me  a throne  in  thy  bosom  now, 

And  I shall  be  king  indeed. 
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THE  PATH  THROUGH  THE  SEDGE. 


C.  J.  BEARDSLEY. 


HE  cotton  tree  buds  were  ablooming, 
Surrounded  by  forests  of  green, 

Where  the  mistletoe  hung  on  the  cypress, 
And  the  sugar-cane  blossomed  between. 


The  path  through  the  sedge  to  the  river, 
That  sluggishly  flowed  to  the  bay, 

The  place  that  I first  chanced  to  meet  her, 
And  she  stopped  in  her  walk  by  the  way, 

To  gather  the  beautiful  flowers, 

No  purer  and  freer  from  sin, 

Grown  so  by  the  bountiful  showers, 

And  she,  by  the  love  she  could  win. 

The  feilow  who  lounged  in  the  hammock, 
From  the  city,  the  dandified  churl, 

The  gardener  hoeing  the  garden, 

Covetously  looked  at  the  girl. 


The  breeze  from  the  sluggish  old  bayou, 
Came  over  the  cotton  and  cane, 

And  startled  the  picker  of  flowers, 

For  it  brought  with  it  drizzling  rain. 

The  white  summer  dress  was  in  danger, 
And  the  dear  little  dream  of  a hat ; 

But  presto ! I had  an  umbrella, 

No  thing  in  the  wide  world  so  pat. 


t 


She  walked  through  the  sedge  to  the  shelter, 
Her  breath  I could  feel  on  my  cheek, 

Saw  the  swell  of  the  whitest  of  bosoms, 

Kept  step  with  the  prettiest  feet. 

The  raven  hair  flowed  to  my  shoulder, 

And  glance  of  her  lustrous  eye, 

The  touch  of  fingers  at  parting, 

Will  remain  in  my  heart  till  I die. 
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MY  FOREST  TEMPLE. 


HANNAH  M.  BRYAN. 

CLEAR  fed  from  snows  afar, 

A stream  runs  murmuring  meath  the  pillared  shade, 

Emerging  from  the  twilight  of  the  glade, 

To  glint  and  shimmer  with  each  climbing  star. 

A quiet  reverent 

Above  this  many-columned  temple  broods, 

Therein  no  evil  thing  or  thought  intrudes, 

But  to  and  fro,  with  holy  eyes  down  bent.  • 

With  haloed  brows  serene, 

With  wing-points  reared  o’er  head,  in  raiment  white, 

His  blest  ones  slowly  pace  that  fragrant  night, 

Luminous  shapes  in  shadow  dimly  seen. 

There  is  a secret  shrine, 

Deep-screened  within  the  forest's  central  night, 

Where  through  the  gloom  the  altar  glimmers  white, 

The  sweet  bells  ring,  the  golden  vessels  shine. 

To  garish  day  unknown, 

The  sacred  beauties  of  this  holy  place, 

Her  eyes  are  holden  to  its  twilight  grace, 

The  shrine,  the  vision, -is  for  me  alone. 


SPRING. 


S.  K.  ALLISON. 

HEN  slumber  time  is  over, 

And  kissing  sunbeams  hover, 

Around  the  sleeping  bud, 

And  whisper  of  the  morning, 

And  of  the  song-birds  coming, 

And  of  the  lambkins  chewing  cud. 

And  a floating  cloud  intervening, 

Gives  the  bud  a longer  dreaming, 
Until  tired  of  sleep, 

It  awakens  in  a shower, 

Of  raindrops'  refreshing  power, 
Washed  and  sweet  enough  to  keep. 

Lo ! it  peeps  from  out  its  cover, 

While  the  breezes  all  bend  over, 

The  awakened  little  thing, 

That  soon  dances  on  the  treetops, 

In  sunshine  or  in  raindrops, 

A bright  heralder  of  spring. 

The  raindrops  never  whimper, 

Nor  the  sunshine  ever  simper, 

At  the  frivolity  of  spring, 

They  love  her  green  and  yellow, 

So  dainty  ere  the  shades  that  follow, 
And  grow  old  upon  the  wing. 

And  while  the  leaf  is  faintest, 

The  blossoms  may  be  brightest, 
Obscuring  the  dainty  green ; 

For  the  trees  are  wreathed  in  flowers, 
And  the  leaves  are  hidden  in  bowers, 
For  a while  Spring  is  queen. 
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NON  IDEM. 


B.  B.  HARRISON. 


HROUGH  my  sad  life  runs  a thread  of  goal. 

A golden  thread  runs  through, 

It  is  all  that’s  bright,  for  the  rest  is  dark, 

Is  this  love  of  mine  for  you. 


It  is  this  great  hope  that  buoys  me  up, 
When  the  days  are  darkly  vain, 
And  only  when  I think  of  you, 

Have  I surcease  of  pain. 


Another  thread  through  my  sad  days, 

The  thread  of  despair  runs  through, 
When  I read  in  your  eyes,  in  sad  surprise, 
The  change  that's  come  to  you. 
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GOD’S  GIFTS. 


LINCOLN  DAYTON. 


F man  here  below  would  attain 
Such  gifts  as  his  God  has  given, 

He  must  his  one  talent  gain, 

To  create  a desire  for  living, 

And  though  his  talents  be  one  or  ten, 

He  has  no  wasteful  ones  to  spend, 

But  in  what  he  has  he  must  be  thriving. 


For  in  man  there  is  born  a gift, 

That  he  must  work  out  in  this  life, 

To  please  God  his  Maker,  he  must  uplift, 
This  gift  above  all  earthly  strife. 

And  at  the  same  time  with  love  in  heart, 
To  Him  on  High  who  has  done  His  part 
In  giving  him  that  talented  gift. 


But  above  the  talents,  He  gave  man 
A gift  from  Heaven  on  High, 

Descended  to  earth  His  love  to  expand, 

To  Flim  who  dwells  in  the  sky, 

That  man  with  his  many  gifts  on  earth, 
Should  not  forget  the  Saviour’s  birth, 

And  Him  who  for  us  did  die. 

That  gift  from  God  above  all  the  rest, 

Is  the  most  important  to  man ; 

For  while  here  he  must  do  his  best, 

If  he  expects  in  Heaven  to  land, 

To  follow  the  pattern  of  our  Dear  Lord, 

And  prepare  in  the  meantime  to  meet  his  God. 
And  to  join  the  Heavenly  Band. 
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WHAT  I LOVE. 


EUGENIE  LIBBEY. 


N the  shadows  of  the  evening, 

How  I love  to  ponder  o’er, 

Think  of  all  the  bygone  pleasures, 
And  what  the  future  has  in  store. 


How  I love  to  watch  'the  blazes, 

Of  the  roaring  fire  so  bright, 

As  they  crackle  and  leap  upward, 
On  a chill  and  frosty  night. 

t 

How  I love  in  the  bright  summer 
To  sit  in  a meadow  green, 

Or  to  watch  the  golden  sunset, 

O11  the  banks  of  a silvery  stream. 


How  I love  in  the  early  morning, 
To  rise  with  the  birds  and  sun, 
And  go  to  the  dewy  flower  beds, 
And  pluck  the  roses  one  by  one. 


How  I love  in  the  beautiful  twilight, 
To  watch  the  setting  sun, 

As  it  sinks  behind  the  towering  hills, 
And  returns  in  the  early  dawn. 


\ 
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ANGELINE. 


LEOLA  MATILDA  CALE. 


ANGELINE,  fair  Angeline, 

Your  love  Ell  no  longer  know, 

Although  my  promised  bride  you  were, 

Not  quite  a year  ago. 

The  soft,  summer  breezes  gently  blew, 

On  that  afternoon  in  June, 

Birds  sang  their  sweetest  melodies, 

And  the  woodland  flowers  still  bloomed. 


We  sauntered  by  the.  streamlets  small, 

Thru  glen,  thru  shady  glade, 

Telling  tales  of  treasures  fond, 

’Neath  the  old  hemlock’s  shade. 

Never  dreaming  once  of  sorrow  then, 

For  pleasures  were  still  in  view. 

You  accepted  the  ring  I gave  you, 

And  vowed  you’d  be  always  true. 

I shall  ne’er  forget,  fair  Angeline, 

Ere  we  made  that  fatal  vow, 

Pleasures  then  were  ours  supreme, 

But  grief  reigns  o’er  me  now. 

How  my  heart  then  with  gladness  thrilled, 
Ere  vou  vowed  that  you’d  be  true ; 

For  we  ne’er  had  dreamed  of  sadness, 
Love’s  fond  dreams  we  ever  knew. 

Oh ! could  I but  those  days  recall, 

Those  days  I fondly  treasure, 

Happiness  ever  would  be  mine, 

And  grief  soon  change  to  pleasure. 

But  you’re  sleeping  in  a tranquil  vale, 
’Midst  those  sighing  hemlock  trees, 

Where  gaily  sing  the  nightingale, 

Still  your  name  echoes  o’er  the  breeze. 
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REMEMBER  YOUR  MOTHER  AT  HOME. 


* 

MARY  E.  BOYD. 


■ 

OME  place  in  this  world  there's  a mother  tonight, 
Wrinkled  and  aged  and  gray, 

Blit  I love  her  the  same,  and  wish  I were  with  her, 
To  kiss  those  wrinkles  away. 


I'm  lonesome  tonight  for  that  loved  one  so  dear, 
When  I kneel  by  my  bedside  to  pray, 

And  I'll  kiss  the  brow  of  my  mother  at  home, 
And  smooth  the  wrinkles  away. 


I'll  always  remember  the  dear  words  she  said, 
“Be  true  to  your  friends  alway ; 

Remember  your  mother  at  home,  my  dear, 
And  be  kind  to  the  old  and  gray." 
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LOYAL  AND  TRUE  TO  OUR  KING. 


MARY  E.  BOYD. 


ING  EDWARD,  kneel  down  in  thy  robes  of  state, 

Regal  robes  of  the  purple  and  gold, 

With  the  crown  on  thy  brow  which  was  worthily  bestowed, 
By  the  Britons  true,  loyal  and  bold. 


You  have  heard  the  widows’  and  orphans’  cry, 

When  to  you  for  relief  they  did  sue, 

And  entwined  in  God’s  love  you  will  meet  them  above, 
For  to  God  you’ve  been  loyal  and  true. 

Twine  the  Thistle,  the  Shamrock,  and  Rose  in  a crown, 
Stretch  thy  hand  out  with  love  ’cross  the  sea, 

Blend  the  Union  Jack  with  the  Stars  and  Stripes, 
United  we  ever  shall  be. 
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THE  HUMMING  BIRD  AND  THE  HONEY  BEE. 


MARY  CROSBY. 


WEET  scented  clover-blossom  wild, 

That  lived  and  bloomed  in  the  summer  mild, 
Had  you  not  lived,  you  need  not  have  died, 
Need  not  in  cruel  desertion  cried. 


Did  you  the  wild,  the  black  night  fear, 

Or  cry  because  your  end  was  near? 

You  need  not  turn  away  to  hide, 

For  that  you  wept  cannot  be  denied. 

As  the  sun  came  up  to  light  the  day, 

I saw  him  dry  your  tears  away, 

Did  you  weep  because  you’d  never  be 
Aught  but  a clover  blossom  free  ? 

Ah ! such  is  life,  sweet  modest  flower. 

The  humble  yield  to  might  and  power, 

Like  the  Humming-bird  and  the  Honey-bee, 
That  have  so  soon  forgotten  thee. 
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THE  OLD-TIME  STORY. 


VIOLA  MARTIN. 


ISTEN,  let  me  tell  you  over, 

Of  a wondrous  old-time  story, 
Told  and  told  the  wide  world  over, 
Of  our  Saviour  and  His  glory. 
How  he  came  to  earth  an  infant, 

In  a manger  lowly  laid, 

With  the  horses  and  the  cattle, 

He  of  them  was  not  afraid. 


Little  eyes  so  filled  with  kindness, 
Little  lips  so  smiling,  too, 

As  he  points  for  us  to  Heaven, 
With  his  chubby  finger  too. 
Meaning,  “I  came  here  to  save  you, 
And  for  you  at  last  Ell  die, 

May  we  meet  at  last  in  Heaven, 
Where  we'll  never  say  Goodbye.” 

Shall  we  listen  to  the  message, 

Of  the  Christ-child  long  ago, 
Hoping,  toiling,  praying  ever, 

We  into  that  home  may  go? 
There  I hope  some  day  to  see  you, 
And  our  Lord  so  just  and  true, 
To  be  with  Him,  always,  always, 

In  our  home  beyond  the  blue. 
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MY  FLOWER. 


MISS  ELIZABETH  M.  CAMPBELL. 

FOUND  one  day  a fair  sweet  flower, 

Whose  deep  heart  center  yielded  me, 

A fragrance  full  of  strength  and  power, 

That  was  itself  a mystery. 

"Wherefore,”  I cried,  “O  lovely  flower, 

Dost  thou  no  maiden  breast  adorn? 

The  flowing  beauty,  nature's  dower, 

I ween  no  lady  e'er  would  scorn.'' 

t 

A moment  then  some  subtle  power, 

Pervaded  all  its  fragrant  breath, 

When  lo ! I knew  this  priceless  flower, 

Was  all  my  own  through  life,  through  death. 
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COME  TO  ME,  LOVE. 


MAY  GREENE. 

COME  to  me,  love,  in  the  morning, 
When  earth  is  bathed  in  light, 
When  like  an  opening  blossom, 

Art  thou,  in  youth’s  beauty  bright. 
Come  when  the  sunbeams  scatter 
Beams  like  jewels  fair, 

When  they  burnish  every  tendril 
Of  thy  bright  and  shining  hair. 


Oh  yes,  come,  too,  at  even, 

When  the  shadows  of  age  creep  on, 
When  life’s  close  comes  on  so  quickly, 
And  the  days  grow  sad  and  long. 
Come  when  the  stars  are  shining, 
When  they  sparkle  like  thine  eyes, 
Come  when  the  storm  clouds  gather, 
Love  is  sweet,  ’neath  any  skies. 

Come  when  the  birds  sing  a welcome, 
From  nest  and  bush  and  tree, 
Come,  for  they  all  are  trying, 

Like  me  to  welcome  thee. 

Come  with  thy  cheery  presence, 

That  tells  of  the  happy  past, 
Fulfillment  of  each  promise, 

Be  with  me  to  the  last. 
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TOO  OLD  TO  WORK. 


MAY  GREENE. 


HE  da v was  cold  and  cheerless, 

As  an  old  man  turned  away, 

He  was  so  thin  and  helpless, 

To  be  seeking  work  that  day. 
Humbly  seeking  just  a living, 

On  all  sides  only  to  hear, 
‘‘You’re  too  old  to  work : we  want, 
None  of  you  grey  beards  here.” 


sir, 


Maybe  ;twas  drink  that  thus  left  him 
A wreck  in  this  human  sea ; 

Maybe  the  liquid  demon, 

Would  never  set  him  free. 

Maybe  he  once  had  riches, 

Maybe  misfortunes  came : 

Maybe  the  shattered  energies 
Could  never  be  built  up  again. 


Ah  me ! such  a cruel  picture, 

The  once  thick  locks  so  grey, 

And  the  once  firm  form  so  altered, 

And  the  face  so  full  of  dismay ! 

“Too  old  to  work,”  they  told  him, 

Not  even  offered  half-pay, 

Without  a soul  to  aid  him, 

With  not  a place  to  stay ! 

Oh  youth,  thou  art  bright  and  hopeful,  • 
But  ever  bear  in  mind,, 

Today  is  an  untraveled  country, 

But  ’twill  soon  lie  far  behind. 

“Too  old  to  work,”  some  day  you  may  be, 
But  have  laid  some  remnant  by, 

That  will  help  cheer  that  lone  hour, 

In  which  for  past  days  you  sigh. 


IF  LOVE  SHOULD  DIE. 


VESTA  E.  LEE. 


F love,  if  love  should  truly  die, 
And  leave  the  world  all  drear, 
With  only  the  fair  earth  and  sky, 
And  naught  that  love  can  cheer. 


How  could  we  ever  meet  a friend, 
Heart  to  heart  unbosom? 

Our  hopes,  our  fears  all  would  end, 
And  life  itself  unloosen. 


How  could  the  charm  of  summer  sky, 
E’er  woo  with  gold  and  blue, 

If  love  doth  ever  fade  and  die, 

When  it  is  pure  and  true? 


The  faintest  tint  of  fairest  rose, 

The  pink  of  ocean’s  shell, 

Can  ne’er  inspire  the  spell  that  grows 
When  love  its  praises  tell. 

The  somber  garb  of  grief  and  woe, 
With  sorrow’s  hearts  doth  vie, 

For  only  the  bruised  heart  can  know, 
That  fondest  love  may  die. 
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DON'T  FORGET  YOUR  MOTPIER. 


LUVANNE  STEWART. 

ON'T  forget  your  mother  when  she  is  old  and  gray, 
Tho’  her  face  may  be  wrinkled  with  care, 

Think  of  the  days  when  you  knelt  at  her  side, 

As  she  sat  in  the  old  arm-chair. 

The  chair  will  be  vacant,  and  the  dear  face  gone ; 

You  will  miss  her  so  much  some  day, 

There  is  no  kind  face  that  can  take  her  place, 

Although  she  was  feeble  and  gray. 

Some  day  you  will  think  through  the  long,  lonely  hours, 
Of  a casket,  that’s  covered  over  with  flowers, 

And  there’s  a longing  in  your  heart  cannot  be  stilled, 
And  a place  by  the  fireside  that  cannot  be  filled. 

Don't  forget  vour  mother  when  she's  old  and  grav 
Don’t  ever  think  that  she's  in  the  way, 

For  there  will  come  a time  some  day,  some  day, 

When  you  will  long  to  see  her  face  in  vain. 

Don't  ever  forget  that  those  dear  wrinkled  hands, 
Pressed  you  to  a fond  mother’s  heart, 

And  then  through  the  years  that  have  come  and  gone, 
You  drift  farther  and  farther  apart. 

You  almost  forget  her  in  the  toils  of  life, 

You  have  sorrow  and  joy  and  care, 

But  she'll  never  forget  you,  for  each  morn  and  night, 
She  blesses  your  life  with  her  prayer. 


Some  day  you  will  stand  by  a snow-covered  mound, 

Where  a dear  gray-haired  mother  sleeps  under  the  ground, 
And  gaze  past  the  sunset  of  purple  and  gold, 

To  catch  but  one  glimpse  of  her  face  as  of  old. 
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SHE'S  PRAYING. 


ISAAC  WATTS. 


HE’S  praying,  how  pleasing  the  sound,  and  how  meet, 
How  gladly  to  Heaven  conveyed 
By  guardian  ethereals  whose  swift,  noiseless  feet 
Entered  Mary’s  abode,  and  were  waiting  to  greet 
The  spirit  of  that  little  maid. 


Her  years  were  but  eight,  yet  she  felt  the  new  birth 
And  her  Saviour  alone  she  adored, 

And  her  greatest  desire  while  living  on  earth 
Was  to  dwell  in  His  temple,  and  learn  the  true  worth 
Of  a life  spent  in  serving  the  Lord. 


I saw  the  fair  child  on  the  eve  ere  she  died, 

And  her  words  I shall  never  forget ; 

“Dear  mother,  may  I join  God’s  people,"  she  sighed, 
“And  meet  at  the  class  ?”  but  her  mother  replied, 

“I  fear  you’re  too  young,  Mary,  yet.” 


I saw  the  effect  that  the  answer  had  made, 

By  the  color  that  passed  from  her  cheek, 

And  a tear  started  down  her  sweet  face  as  she  laid 
Her  head  on  the  breast  of  her  mother,  who  said, 

That  she  to  her  pastor  would  speak. 

The  pastor  was  sought  and  the  object  made  known 
By  a heart  that  with  pity  was  wrung ; 

He  listened  and  said,  “Awhile  let  her  alone, 

For  children  so  often  to  fancies  are  prone, 

I’m  doubtful  of  one  that’s  so  young.” 

The  mother  returned  anxious  Mary  to  tell, 

Little  thinking  how  fatal  ’twould  be ; 

For  it  tolled  on  her  ear  like  her  own  dying  knell, — 
Like  a message  of  death  were  the  words  as  they  fell ; 
But  murmur  nor  answer  made  she. 


Soon  Mary  repaired  to  her  own  little  bed ; 

But  ere  her  soft  pillow  she  pressed, 

She  opened  her  Bible,  and  kneeling  she  read ; 
And  O,  in  her  prayer  who  can  tell  what  she  said, 
Or  imagine  the  throbs  of  her  breast. 
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The  night  passed  away,  and  the  family  arose, 

And  the  breakfast  utensils  were  laid ; 

All  were  seated  save  one,  who  seemly  chose 
To  linger  awhile  on  her  bed  of  repose ; 

Long  waited  they,  still  she  delayed. 

“Go  now,”  said  her  mother,  “and  tell  her  to  rise,” 

The  servant  directly  obeyed, 

And  returned  in  her  usual  good-natured  guise, 

Nor  look  of  alarm  did  she  wear,  nor  surprise, 

“Wee  Mary  is  praying,”  she  said. 

“Her  morning’s  devotions,”  her  mother  replied 
But  impatient  at  length  she  became, 

And  went  to  her  room  to  know  what  could  betide. 

And  spoke  to  her  darling,  and  came  to  her  side, 

Alas ! Mary  heard  not  her  name. 

Again  she  repeated,  “Come  Mary,  arise,” 

Not  a stir,  not  a word,  nor  a breath, 

She  touched  her,  but  found  her  soul  flown  to  the  skies, 
Cold  and  stiff  were  her  limbs,  and  her  beautiful  eyes 
Were  sealed  with  the  signet  of  death. 

Yes,  there  in  her  night  dress,  her  little  hands  clasped, 
Bending  over  her  Bible  in  prayer, — 

The  leaves  were  still  wet  with  the  tears  which  had  chased 
Their  way  down  the  cheeks  of  that  form  thick  and  fast, 
They  told  her  heart’s  agony  there. 

No  one  heaid  the  last  throe  ere  her  soul  took  its  flight, 
Since  the  evening,  she  might  have  been  there, 

Or  perhaps  since  the  sun  shed  its  first  ray  of  light, 

Or  perhaps  she  got  out  in  the  dead  of  the  night, 

To  speak  her  heart’s  sorrow  in  prayer. 

God  did  not  despise  her : He  saw  Mary  weep, 

And  watched  each  tear  trickling  down, 

More  valued  by  Jesus,  than  pearls  from  the  deep, 

He  said,  “ 'Tis  enough/’  and  the  child  fell  asleep, 

To  receive  in  His  Kingdom  a crown. 
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AUTUMN. 


INA  V.  LONG. 


ROM  the  wood  and  from  the  meadow 
Ah  ! the  gentle  autumn  breeze ! 

How  it  comes  with  lingering  footsteps, 
Softly  whispering  to  the  trees ! 


See ! it  goes  into  my  garden, 

Dances  ’mong  my  blossoms  rare ! 
Now  it  wafts  to  me  the  sweetness 
Of  the  last  flowers  fading  there. 


Ah ! these  gentle  autumn  breezes, 

With  their  scent  of  fading  flowers, 

Bring  fondly  to  my  memory 
Those  dear,  delightful  hours, 

When  life  seemed  all  rose-tinted, 

When  I was  young  and  gay, 

When  my  path  seemed  strewn  with  flowei 
And  love  had  not  passed  away. 
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ANNIE  DARLING. 


MAGGIE  S.  GAMBLE. 


’M  coming  home  to  thee,  Annie  Darling, 

For  your  loving  face  Pm  longing  to  see ; 
And  I wonder  in  my  heart,  Annie  Darling, 

If  your  heart  does  still  cherish  love  for  me. 


Many  fair,  loving  faces,  Annie  Darling, 

I have  seen  since  I parted  with  thee; 

But  your  beauty  is  more  fair,  Annie  Darling, 

Than  all  other  beauty  is  to  me. 

And  no  other  one  on  earth,  Annie  Darling, 

Can  separate  my  love  apart  from  thee ; 

For  of  all,  you  are  to  me,  Annie  Darling, 

More  dear,  than  anv  other  e’er  could  be. 

Don’t  forget,  but  remember,  Annie  Darling, 

The  sweet,  happy  hours  past  and  gone, 

How  we  whiled  away  the  time,  Annie  Darling, 

Oh ! I'm  longing  for  those  hours  to  return. 

When  we  sat  upon  the  banks,  Annie  Darling, 
Listening  to  the  little  brooklet’s  happy  song, 

As  it  swiftly  passed  us  by,  Annie  Darling, 

Then  the  hours  did  not  seem  to  me  so  long. 

And  I'll  always  remember,  Annie  Darling, 

When  we  sat  beneath  the  boughs  of  the  elm  tree, 

How  your  sweet  voice  quivered,  Annie  Darling, 

Oh ! ’twas  there  you  first  gave  your  heart  to  me. 

Now  I ask  you  to  believe  me,  Annie  Darling, 

“ ’Twas  the  most  precious  gift  I ever  won, 

And  I would  not  exchange  it,  Annie  Darling, 

For  any  other  gift  beneath  the  shining  sun. 

Though  I’ve  wandered  far  away,  Annie  Darling, 

Yet  no  other  face  was  so  beautiful  to  me, 

And  no  other  won  the  heart,  Annie  Darling, 

That  I,  long  before  we  parted,  gave  to  thee. 
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WAITING  FOR  JESUS  TO  APPEAR. 


MRS.  MELLISSA  S.  BARTON. 


PRINGTIME  my  life  is  over,  I lie  on  my  couch  and  weave 
^-Glowing  dreams  of  the  future  when  Christ  hath  gathered  His 
sheaves. 

In  my  life  so  poor  and  barren  true  wheat  will  Jesus  find? 

Agonizing  are  the  thoughts  now  that  crowd,  torture  my  mind. 


Am  I a foolish  virgin,  is  there  no  oil  in  my  lamp, 

Waiting  my  Lord's  appearing  be  shut  out  in  cold  and  damp? 

I fly  to  our  God  of  Mercy,  Christ’s  Righteousness  put  on, 

Hail  with  joy  my  Lord’s  appearing  with  wedding  garments  on. 


Bread  cast  upon  the  waters  after  many  days  return ; 

He  that  giveth  to  the  poor  lendeth  to  the  Lord  I learn. 

May  the  Father  of  All  Mercy,  the  God  Whom  we  adore 
Shower  blessings  on  their  heads  who  show  Kindness  to  His  poor. 

We  are  waiting,  ail  are  waiting  for  Jesus  to  appear, 

To  banish  sin  and  sorrow,  and  stay  the  starting  tear; 

We  are  waiting  for  Christ’s  advent  to  hear  our  Savior  say, 

“Well  done,  good  faithful  servants ; now  abide  with  me  alway.” 


How  sweetly  fall  the  accents  now  of  His  Beloved  Voice, 

As  we  hear  Him  gently  say,  “ You  have  made  the  better  choice ; 
The  thirsty  you  have  given  drink,  the  hungry  you  have  fed, 

The  stranger  taken  in,  the  sick  in  prison  visited. 


The  naked  you  have  clothed,  your  lamp  with  oil  is  filled ; 

The  Bridegroom  giveth  welcome ; good  soil  through  life  you’ve 
tilled ; 

For  inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  unto  the  least  I see 
These  loving  arts  of  charity,  you’ve  done  them  unto  me. 

Pass  in  unto  the  Marriage,  the  royal  feast  partake ; 

The  wedding  garment  fitteth  ; your  joys  shall_never  cease. 

Come,  ye  blessed  of  My  Father,  from  sin  I’ve  set  you  free, 

Sit  ye  down  upon  My  Throne ; all  My  Glory  share  with  Me.” 

Blessed,  glorious  that  moment ! Holy  rapture  fills  the  soul. 

We  have  won  life’s  race  in  triumph,  reached  High  Lleaven’s  goal. 
Ages  on  ages  rolling  with  our  songs  of  praise  ascend ; 

Eternal  ages  rolling  dwell  with  Jesus  Christ,  our  Friend. 
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MEMORIAL  DAY. 
Dedicated  to  the  Blue  and  the  Gray. 


HELENER  DUGAT. 

E are  proud  of  the  fame  of  our  heroes, 
Who  so  nobly  bled  and  died 
Beneath  the  flag  of  the  union 
To  win  the  coveted  prize. 

From  earth  they’ve  passed  away, 

Their  lives  to  their  country  did  yield ; 

Gone  to  collect  the  laurels 
Won  on  the  battle  field. 

They  are  sleeping  now  in  the  heather ; 

We’ll  meet  them  on  earth  no  more. 

They’ve  fought  the  fight  of  the  faithful, 
Their  heroic  deeds  are  o’er. 

Many  a lone  mother  and  widow 
Are  wearing  the  weeds  today, 

With  a sad  heart  yearning  ever 
For  a loved  one  far  away. 

As  the  years  roll  around  on  Memorial  Day, 
We  place  a flag  on  each  grave ; 

O’er  the  silent  sleepers 
In  honor  and  glory  they  wave. 

Let  us  ever  remember 
As  a token  of  love,  that  day 
To  plant  sweet,  fresh  flowers 
O’er  our  heroes  in  blue  and  gray. 
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SLEEP  AND  REST. 


O.  L.  HARVEY. 


EST,  rest,  rest ! 

All’s  for  the  best,  ail’s  for  the  best. 

O throbbing  heart ! be  still  and  know 
That  sleep  on  thee  will  peace  bestow. 


Nature’s  sweet  restorer  will  impart 
Rest  for  the  body,  mind  and  heart. 
Serenely  placid  my  soul  will  be 
When  it  shall  find  tranquility. 


Oblivious  to  all  outward  things, 

My  soul  enfolds  its  tired  wings. 
Sleep,  sleep,  sleep ! 

Angels  o’er  me  their  vigils  keep. 

Sleep  is  a beautiful  world, 

More  beautiful  far  than  this  ; 

For  it  gave  me  a beautiful  dream 
Of  Pleaven  and  Bliss. 

Denied  in  the  world  waking, 

What  the  starving  spirit  would  hear, 
I wandered  in  dreams  Elvsian, 

And  found  Heaven  near. 
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THE  FALLING  CITY. 


HARRIET  A.  TAGGART. 


*^f*WAS  in  a mighty  city  just  at  break  of  day. 

^"^Ten  thousand  souls  were  slumb’ring  by  San  Francisco  Bay, 
When  there  came  the  greatest  sorrow  our  Golden  Land  has  known. 
’Twas  the  falling  of  our  city,  our  California  home. 


Down  fell  our  grandest  works  of  art,  our  city  from  the  sky. 
Down  laid  a thousand  souls  that  morn  to  sad  and  lonely  die ; 
When  out  the  dismal  ruins,  there  came  a feeble  call 
Echoed  down  the  pavement  past  the  crumbling  wall. 

'‘Where  is  my  mama,”  cried  the  little  child ; 

"The  city  is  now  falling  and  the  people  are  so  wild ! 

Take  me  to  my  mama;  the  flames  are  leaping  higher. 

Save  me,  good  policeman  ! Save  me  from  the  fire  !” 

Oh ! tonight  I hear  her  calling,  tho’  I am  far  away, 

Hear  the  thousands  crying  as  on  that  fearful  day. 

Oh  ! the  falling,  burning  city,  the  city  by  the  sea ! 

Tonight  from  out  the  darkness  that  picture  comes  to  me. 


Oh ! the  thousand  prayers  we  offered  to  our  God  Above, 
Offered  up  for  dear  ones,  and  the  ones  we  love ; 

But  there's  one  that  now  is  echoing  thru  my  fevered  brain, 
For  one  that’s  gone  forever,  and  I ne’er  shall  see  again. 
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TRANSFIGURATION. 


LULA  BELLE  RULAND. 


E wake  with  a feeling  of  sadness, 

A deep  mist  envelopes  the  world, 
As  if  the  night  our  planet 
Had  into  darkness  hurled. 


But  ere  the  wane  of  morning, 

The  sun  has  pierced  the  clouds, 

And  is  bursting  like  a dawning, 

Through  the  mist  that  all  enshrouds. 

So  may  the  lives  sorrow-laden, 

All  the  weary  length  of  years, 

At  last  find  light  in  Jesus’  love, 

And  be  smiling  through  the  tears. 
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NATURE’S  LESSON. 


ANNA  I.  M’COMBS. 


OMETIMES  when  of  life  we  are  weary, 
And  our  lot  seems  especially  hard ; 

And  each  day  of  our  life  is  made  dreary, 
By  something  its  brightness  has  marred. 
Could  we  but  cease  our  repining, 

To  count  our  blessings  o’er, 

And  think  of  the  dark  cloud’s  bright  lining. 


It  would  seem  not  so  drear  as  before. 


The  lessons  which  nature  will  teach  us, 
Are  many  and  new  every  day ; 

And  what  lessons  of  love  will  reach  us, 
If  for  this  knowledge  we  pray ! 

Each  thing  has  the  Master  created, 

With  some  special  duty  made  clear ; 
But  only  His  children  seem  freighted, 
With  sorrow,  misgiving  and  fear. 


The  star-twinkling  up  in  the  heavens, 

The  planet  with  firm  steady  light, 

I11  the  places  the  Father  has  given 
Are  faithfully  shining  each  night, 

Now  Jupiter  shining  before  us, 

Surrounded  by  myriads  of  stars, — 

The  question  not  once  cometh  o’er  us, 

Could  Venus  change  places  with  Mars? 

We  are  here  on  this  earth  for  a reason, 

And  our  talents  perhaps  seem  but  few, 
Our  stay  may  be  but  for  a season, 

How  much  there  is  for  us  to  do ! 

And  when  we  are  sad  and  disheartened, 
Let’s  think  less  of  self  than  before, 

And  when  duty  speaks,  let  us  hearken, 

And  our  long  days  of  dullness  will  be  o’er. 
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NATURE. 


JOSEPH  WINSKILL. 

4|  N the  wide  expanse  of  nature  grand, 

^ Beauty  reigns  enthroned,  serene, 

The  roses  bloom  so  fair  in  every  land, 

While  the  trees,  they  wave  in  stately  mien. 

All  nature  blooms  in  richest  verdure  green ; 

Many-colored  flowers  sparkle  like  a fairy  queen. 

Our  minds  are  lost  in  deep  and  solemn  thought, 

As  we  gaze  on  nature’s  marvelous  work  sublime, 

Lessons  of  harmony  unto  us  are  brought, 

As  we  journey  on  thro’  passing  time. 

The  fields  in  Autumn  wave  with  ripened,  golden  grain, 

When  nature  yields  her  increase  like  an  endless  chain. 

We  listen,  and  in  the  air  we  hear  a grand  orchestra, 

Warbling  forth  from  the  feathered  birds  of  song, 

High  in  the  clouds  of  silvery  light  sequestral, 

As  it  floats  on  the  balmy  air  and  lingers  long. 

And  dies  away  in  nature’s  wide  expanse, 

The  thoughts  of  sweetest  music  do  our  minds  entrance. 

The  springs  from  the  mountains  burst  in  sparkling  beauty, 
Rippling  onward  to  the  mighty  ocean  flow, 

The  showers  of  rain  falls  on  the  earth  and  do  their  duty, 

And  nature  all  resumes  a brilliant  glow. 

When  our  minds  are  lost  in  wonder  as  we  those  things  admire, 
But  we  must  think  a while  what  nature  doth  of  us  require. 

The  sun  sheds  forth  his  radiant  light  in  harmonizing  beauty, 
For  the  works  of  nature  are  marvelous  and  sublime, 

And  man  goes  forth  in  early  morn  to  do  his  duty, 

But  we  are  journeying  on  to  a far  distant  clime. 

When  we  shall  bid  Adieu,  a long  and  last  farewell, 

To  all  things  here  below,  Oh  ! what  a story  we  can  tell. 
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THE  DECISION. 


ED.  WENTWORTH. 


WO  sweethearts  have  I so  gay  and  charming 
That  to  decide — Ah  me ! the  thought  is  alarmin 
The  one  so  gentle  and  suave,  my  heart  thrills 
As  he  laughs  and  sings  his  fascinating  trills. 


o* 
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The  other  so  noble  and  grand  I ne'er  can  see 
How  one  can  withstand  him,  so  brave  and  free. 
He  comes  with  the  morn  majestic  and  strong; 
Pie  aids  the  feeble,  watches  o'er  the  young. 


The  one  so  dainty  and  nice  that  a velvety  sheen 
Envelops  the  rough  places,  and  one  would  dream 
That  life  was  a fairy  spell  without  even  a care 
To  wrinkle  the  brow  or  whiten  the  hair. 


The  other  with  radiant  light  illumes  the  day 
With  beams  of  burnished  gold  that  flash  and  play 
Around  one’s  path,  till  health  and  strength  are  given 
To  bear  the  ills  of  life,  and  wait  the  joys  of  Heaven. 


The  one  silvery,  suave,  the  other  golden,  brave — 
Who  can  decide  a subject  so  grave? 

That  a life  would  fail  its  sorrows  to  veil, 

If  a wrong  decision  by  a wee  maid  were  given? 
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THE  JOYS  OF  HOME. 


MERVIN  T.  LYANS. 


HE  hardest  road  there  is  to  go, 

Is  for  a man  without  a home, 

Who  silently  bears  life's  joy  and  woe, 
And  bears  it  all  alone. 


He  lives  a lonely  life,  and  so 

Cannot  with  another  his  pleasures  share, 
And  knows  he  not  a sister’s  love, 

And  has  not  a mother’s  care. 


He  has  no  country  for  which  to  live, 

He  scorns  his  native  country’s  flag ; 

Pie  says  that  it  is  only  a stick, 

Attached  to  a painted  rag. 

The  life  that’s  spent  in  a ‘‘Home,  sweet  Home," 
Is  the  happiest  life  of  man, 

With  one  who  can  make  it  a Paradise, 

• And  only  a woman  can. 


Tho’  fate  may  do  its  very  worst, 

It  can’t  crush  the  spirit  of  love, 

For  a shining  light  will  still  shine  bright, 
When  the  soul  has  gone  above. 
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GOD  WILL  JUDGE. 


MRS.  BLANCHE  E.  HINMAN  DUNGEY. 

HAT  a comfort  to  each  fainting  heart 
While  on  earth  we  act  our  part, 

To  know  that  man  cannot  atone ; 

God  will  judge  and  God  alone. 

Each  his  own  salvation  seek  he  must 
In  the  way  that  to  him  seems  most  just, 

And  listen  to  the  small  voice  within 
Then  a Heavenly  Home  he'll  surely  win. 

While  to  some  the  path  seems  dim, 

Others  seem  nearer  drawn  to  Him ; 

And  as  the  light  to  each  is  ’ shown, 

They  must  seek  for  God  and  God  alone. 
Never  mind  the  judgments  here, 

Just  draw  near  Him:  do  not  fear. 

Each  his  own  works  must  make  pure ; 

Then  to  reach  the  Throne  he  will  be  sure. 

Cease  your  worry,  heart  filled  with  fear ; 

To  your  loving  Father’s  feet  draw  near. 

For  the  truth  to  your  mind  will  soon  be  clear : 
None  can  judge  us  aright  while  here. 

Lean  on  God,  O fainting  heart, 

And  from  His  Love  Oh ! never  part ; 

And  when  earthly  judgments  deeply  smart, 

Go  show  to  Him  your  bleeding  heart. 

When  the  rebellious  thought  will  start, 

Say,  “Peace,  be  still,  my  aching  heart.” 

When  we  reach  our  Home  above 
God  will  judge,  and  God  is  Love. 

He  knows  the  trials  that  us  beset, 

And  still  we  feel  he  loves  us  yet. 

He  will  judge  us  rightly  There 
In  that  Home  so  Bright  and  Fair. 
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EVENTIDE. 


JENNIE  M.  NEERLAND. 


VENTIDE,  O Eventide,  with  your  beautiful  setting  sun! 
Ah ! the  last  rays  kiss  the  forest ; for  the  day  is  almost  gone. 
Away  off  yonder  where  a little  brooklet  runs 
I see  an  old  man  sitting  there ; his  work  is  almost  done. 

He  is  foot-sore,  lame  and  weary,  and  has  crossed  the  river  wide ; 
He  has  stopped  to  watch  the  sunset ; for  he  loves  the  eventide. 


Eventide,  O Eventide,  man  cannot  possess 

The  ability  to  paint  your  beauty  as  nature  goes  to  rest. 

This  beautiful  light  you  give  us  shines  over  valley  and  hill 
And  the  dewdrops  kiss  the  roses,  make  their  fragrance  sweeter  still. 
You  seem  to  shine  all  over,  altho’  the  world  is  so  wide ; 

You  find  your  way  into  every  heart  at  the  hour  of  eventide. 


Eventide,  O Eventide,  most  beautiful  hour  of  all, 

How  many  sit  awatching  to  see  the  sun  rays  fall ! 

At  last,  at  last  it  has  sunken  behind  the  western  hill 
And  said  good  night  to  the  bees  and  birds,  the  flowers  and  the  whip- 
poorwill. 

The  lilies  close  their  snow  white  leaves  along  by  the  riverside, 

And  say  good  night  to  all  the  world  in  the  beautiful  eventide. 
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AWAY  BACK  YONDER. 


B.  SEWELL  BOTHWELL. 

UT  in  the  west  where  the  sun  goes  down, 

Out  where  the  gray-skirted  sea-fogs  frown, 

There  in  the  realm  of  wealth’s  renown, 

Where  mountains  wear  a silvery  crown  ; 

Out  in  the  west  where  life  grows  long, 

There  comes  the  echo  of  my  childhood’s  song ; 

From  away  hack  yonder,  I hear  a song, 

Away  back  yonder  where  we  come  from. 

From  over  the  crags  of  misty  mountains, 

From  over  the  rivers  and  sparkling  fountains, 

From  over  the  valley  of  the  Father  of  Waters, 

O’er  the  sands  where  landed  our  fore-fathers ; 

Out  from  that  land  of  song  and  story, 

There  comes  to  me  a song  of  yonder, 

I hear  a song  from  away  back  yonder, 

Away  back  yonder  where  we  come  from. 

Away  back  yonder  on  my  father’s  plantation, 

With  orchard  and  meadow  of  heart’s  creation, 
There  my  mother  gathered  the  flowers  in  summer, 
And  sang  a song  of  home  and  loved  ones. 

I hear  her  song  at  the  cottage  door, 

A song  that  shall  echo  forevermore ; 

From  away  back  yonder  I hear  that  song, 

Away  back  yonder  where  we  come  from. 
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AWAKE  BEAUTIFUL  FLOWERS. 


HANNAH  T.  o'HARE. 


WAKE,  awake,  beautiful  flowers, 
Come  forth  from  hidden  bowers  ! 
You  need  not  fear  the  chilly  blast, 
For  winter’s  stormy  winds  are  past. 


Lay  your  warm  .coverlet  aside, 

And  gladly  welcome  the  Springtide, 
Wake  at  the  sounds  of  joy  and  mirth, 
That  everywhere,  do  flood  the  earth. 

Time  is  forever  on  the  wing, 

So  at  the  gentle  voice  of  Spring, 
Quietly  lift  your  fair  bright  head, 
From  amongst  the  winter’s  dead. 


Awake,  awake,  beautiful  flowers, 

And  list  to  the  mild  April  showers, 
Awake,  and  from  their  flow  of  wealth, 
Drink  a glorious  life  and  health  ! 
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PIKE  CENTENNIAL  POEM. 
An  Apostrophe  to  the  Rockies. 


EVA  CARTER  BUCKNER. 


7JT  ELL  me,  ye  grand  old  Rockies  with  vour  peaks  a-towering 
^ high, 

With  all  your  hidden  mysteries  a wonder  to  the  sky, 

Tell  me  the  secrets  of  \our  heart  you  buried  long  ago, 

When  ancients  roamed  the  hills  we  love,  a hundred  years  ago. 


Did  mountain  breezes  seem  so  pure,  and  waters  flow  so  free, 

Did  flowers  bloom,  and  wild  birds  sing,  and  wave  the  old  pine  tree  ? 
And  did  the  ancients  love  all  these  the  same  as  we  do  now, 

And  for  them,  in  a different  way,  to  the  Great  Spirit  bow? 

Did  the  peak,  the  Sentinel,  e'er  doff  his  snow-white  cap  to  bow 
To  maid  or  matron,  old  or  young? — he  never  does  it  now. 

Did  Pike  e'er  dream  that  hidden  wealth  within  thy  recess  bold 
Would  justify  the  floating  of  the  flag  of  white  and  gold? 


Did  the  wise  old  sage  by  his  tepee  sit  foretelling  war  or  weather  ? 
Was  love  more  pure  or  hearts  sincere  who  spent  their  lives  together? 
We  only  ask  these  questions  once,  for  time  speeds  on  we  know, 

The  many  hidden  things  reveal  of  a hundred  years  ago. 
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THE  CALM  OF  MORNING. 


ROBT.  R.  OGDEN. 


HE  morning  was  calm  and  still, 

The  sun  shone  fair  and  bright, 
And  over  yonder,  eastern  hill, 

Oak  and  pine  welcomed  his  light, 
Which  he  sent  on  his  morning  flight. 


Fowls  of  the  air  were  waiting, 

In  their  nests  till  break  of  dawn, 

From  bended  boughs  were  singing, 

Their  praise,  in  glorious  song, 

In  morning’s  sweet,  sweet  calm. 

The  storm  clouds  had  passed  us  o’er, 

Now  they  frolic  and  play ; 

Lightning  flashed  from  the  clouds  no  more, 
Like  a hungry  beast  on  its  prey, 

Anger  ceased  from  the  world  this  day. 
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IN  THE  WINDOW. 


ROBT.  H.  CALLAGHAN. 


N the  window  flowers,  green  flowers, 
Out  of  the  chill  cold  air; 

Swiftly  fly  the  morning  hours, 

We  are  free  from  care. 


Flecked  with  sun,  the  leaves  vibrate, 

As  time  is  speeding,  speeding, 

As  if  'twere  Traid  it  would  he  too  late, 
Nor  silence  nor  stillness  heeding. 

In  the  distance  approaches  a gaudy  queen, 
We  watch  the  autumn  go; 

Behold ! the  Indian  Summer  is  here, 

With  her  color  and  Are  glow. 
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ICHABOD, 

“ The  Glory  Has  Departed 


HENRY  W.  NAISBITT. 


BUILDED  a palace  ! — Oh,  long  ago  ! 

On  the  River  of  Time’s  incessant  flow ; 

Its  porphyry  columns  and  spires  of  grace, 
Just  grew  at  a half  mysterious  pace. 

From  turret  to  tower,  from  esplanade, 
’Twas  well  conceived  and  deftly  made. 

It  stood  in  a landscape,  round,  at  hand, 
Rills  and  waterfalls,  mountains  grand ; 
Rarest  of  verdure,  trees  and  flowers, 

The  weird  creations  of  happy  hours, 

This  beauty  grew  by  continuous  change, 

As  fancy  swept  o’er  its  limitless  range. 


I furnished  my  palace  with  all  things  rare, 

Its  corridors  gleamed  with  vistas  fair, 

Cedar  and  sandalwood,  white  and  gold, 
Vermilion  lining  and  tints  untold. 

A treasure-house  of  most  precious  things, 
Musical  birds  of  plumaged  wings. 

Sculpture  and  tapestry,  prints  and  books, 

In  lordh  chambers  and  alcoved  nooks. 

From  opal  windows  light  fell  and  stole 
Fike  a mantle  of  glory  covering  all. 

Yes!  ’twas-  a miracle,  in  or  out, 

A palace  of  beauty,  no  soul  could  doubt. 

I peopled  my  palace  with  forms  of  grace, 

Lithe,  round  and  rich,  from  the  sunlit  face, 

To  the  loot  which  trod  on  each  marble  stair, 

Or  fell  to  silence  on  velvets  rare. 

There  were  ivoried  forms  of  blue-eyed  girls, 
And  plump,  bright  boys,  with  their  tossing  curls, 
Women  and  mothers  of  graceful  mien, 

With  sire  and  matron  like  King  and  Queen. 
Beautiful ! loving ! resplendent ! One  ! 

For  they  moved  in  honor,  and  homage  won. 

My  household  gods,  nay,  my  idols  all, 

More  precious  than  earth  if  I owned  it  all. 
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My  palace  stood  there ; 'twas  a wondrous  pile, 
A dream  of  beauty,  of  Heaven,  awhile; 

But  a storm  swept  up  on  the  river's  brink, 
And  down  went  a turret  ere  I could  think. 

A babe  was  missing,  it  soared  away, 

From  all  this  beauty,  my  first  sad  day, 

A cloud  untinged  o'er  my  palace  flew, 

And  every  corridor  shrunk  to  view. 

All  perfume-laden,  all  bright  and  good, 

Again  my  palace  in  sunshine  stood, 

When  the  thunder  rolled  and  a lightning  flash 
Told  a tower  had  fallen,  with  solemn  crash. 

My  palace  now  ruined  is  shimmering  there, 
Its  glories  faded,  its  landscape  bare, 

Column  and  turret  lie  prone  around ; 

And  naught  but  echo  hath  voice  or  sound. 

Its  inmates  died,  or  have  built  elsewhere, 
Perchance  more  proudly,  perhaps  more  fair. 

A figment  to  me  are  the  dreams  of  yore ; 

And  sight-less  now,  I may  see  no  more. 
Circumstance,  time,  let  the  curtain  fall 
O'er  my  castle  beauteous  all  in  all. 

My  banquet  now  but  a slender  crust, 

I,  “Iehabod,"  write  in  layers  of  dust. 

I shall  build  my  palace  again  some  day, 

By  the  River  of  Life,  in  a far  away, 

Its  waters  shall  mirror  my  grander  thought ; 
While  treasures  eternal  shall  come  unsought, 
Love  true  shall  light  its  translucent  walls ; 
And  be  the  life  of  its  wide-stretched  halls. 

On  the  outer  pediment  these  words  read, 

“By  a way  unknown,  in  thine  hour  of  need, 

A city  I give  of  foundations,  too, 

It's  builder  and  maker  God,  for  you. 

Your  palace  of  mirage  melted  away, 

But  furnished  and  peopled,  'tis  yours  for  aye." 
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THE  HOUR. 


WARNER. 


HE  hour  is  at  hand 

For  them  to  march  to  the  stand ; 

In  reverence  their  heads  they  bow, 
As  they  make  the  solemn  vow. 


The  hour  comes  to  greet, 

Those  whom  we  chanced  to  meet, 
Some  smile  and  some  are  in  tears, 

All  looks  bright  for  future  years. 

These  bonds  should  never  be  broken, 
Nor  an  unkind  word  be  spoken, 

We  congratulate  them  with  our  love, 
And  commend  them  to  our  God  Above. 
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SONG  OF  THE  SUMMER  NIGHT. 


SALLIE  RYNERSON. 


H,  listen  to  the  music,  music ! 

Of  the  summer  night, 

Hear  the  insects  chirp  and  sing, 

And  notes  of  harp  on  zephyr’s  wing, 
And  the  silvery  laughter  ring 
On  the  summer  night ! 


Oh,  see  the  dreamy  beauty,  beauty, 

Of  the  summer  night ! 

Of  mystic  stars  so  far  away, 

And  the  moonbeams’  gentle  ray, 

And  a softer  light  than  day, 

On  the  summer  night ! 

Oh,  hear  the  tender  voices,  voices ! 

Of  the  summer  night. 

For  love’s  whisper  soft  and  low, 

And  friendship’s  tone  are  sweet  you  know, 
And  childhood’s  prayer  has  earnest  flow, 
On  the  summer  night ! 
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THE  DRUNKARD’S  ONLY  CHILD. 


LIZZIE  H.  BETTENDORF. 


N a cottage  low  and  tumbled 
Sat  a drunkard’s  only  child ; 

While  the  fire  was  burning  brightly, 
The  north  winds  blew  fierce  and  wild. 


She  was  thinking  of  her  mother 
As  she  sat  there  all  alone. 

“Oh ! if  mother  was  only  living, 

And  if  father  would  soon  come  home!’’ 


At  last  she  heard  heavy  footsteps 
Outside  the  cottage  door, 

And  she  knew  he  had  been  drinking, 

When  he  staggered  and  fell  to  the  floor. 

Tomorrow  she  knew  would  be  Christmas ; 

But  of  presents  she  did  not  think. 

“If  father  would  only  be  kinder 
And  forget  his  crave  for  drink.” 


She  hung  up  her  little  stocking, 
And  then  began  to  sigh ; 

She  feared  Santa  had  forgotten  her, 
And  this  night  would  pass  her  by. 

The  father  arose  in  anger, 

Tore  down  the  stocking  of  red, 
And  with  a loud  voice  so  sternly 
He  ordered  her  to  bed. 


She  went  to  an  attic  chamber, 

Where  stood  her  little  bed, 

And  upon  a tiny  pillow 

Laid  her  little  throbbing  head. 

When  the  father  awoke  next  morning, 
He  called  for  his  Lottie  in  vain ; 

She  had  passed  from  earthly  sorrow,  - 
Where  her  heart  could  feel  no  pain. 
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ALONE. 


LULU  L.  SHERIDAN. 


LONE  on  the  lake,  in  the  moonlight, 

Where  I scarcely  can  hear  a sound 
Save  the  soft  plaintive  cry  of  the  night  birds 
And  the  ripple  of  wavelets  shore-bound. 


?Twas  just  such  a night  years  ago 
The  moon  in  the  pines  seemed  to  rest. 

The  world  was  a dream-land  of  love, 

All  nature  appeared  at  its  best ; 

For  then  at  my  side  were  my  loved  ones 

Whom  I thought  to  have  with  me  through  life. 

I was  blessed  with  the  two  purest  treasures, 

A babe  and  a sweet  trusting  wife. 

Mv  wife  was  then  singing  so  sweetly, 

She  had  such  an  angelic  voice. 

The  wavelets  in  time  seemed  to  ripple ; 

The  night  birds  too  seemed  to  rejoice. 

Then  one  night  death  came — baby  left  us, 

And  her  mother  to  sorrow  gave  way. 

The  angels  returned,  and  ere  sunrise 
Sbe  too  had  faded  away. 

For  long  dreary  years  I have  wandered 
On  and  on,  not  caring  just  where, 

Till  at  last  for  my  old  home  I started, 
Wondering  if  it  was  still  there. 

Yes ! there  it  stands  on  the  lake-shore 
Nestling  among  the  pines, 

Not  the  bright  cosy  home  of  yore, 

But  a ruin  half-hidden  in  vines. 

My  footsteps  stray  down  to  the  lake-side. 

Could  that  moss-covered  boat  be  my  own? 

Yes ! ’twas,  and  I stepped  inside  it, 

On  the  lake,  in  the  moonlight  alone. 
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WHEN  THE  CHURCH  BELLS  CHIME. 


M.  A.  G.  HEM  STREET. 


HEN  the  calm  of  Sabbath  morning, 
Like  a benediction  comes, 

On  the  tired  and  sleeping  city, 
With  its  many,  many  homes. 


When  the  silvery  bells  are  ringing ; 

And  their  chimes  float  on  the  air, 
Comes  a form  before  my  vision, 
And  a face  so  sweet  and  fair. 


That  its  rare  exquisite  beauty, 
Makes  my  very  senses  thrill, 
And  its  love  so  pure  and  holy, 
My  longing  heart  could  fill. 


Once  again  she's  bending  o'er  me, 
And  I see  myself  a child, 

As  the  dreary  years,  they  vanish, 
While  my  passions  fierce  and  wild 

Give  place  to  memories  sacred, 

And  my  thoughts  they  upward  soar, 
Clustering  'round  my  angel  mother, 
Who  long  years  went  on  before. 
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HE  IS  GONE,  BUT  NOT  FORGOTTEN. 


FANNIE  ISABLE  DOBSON. 


ARK  this  world  has  grown  and  dreary, 
Since  that  well  remembered  day, 
When  they  took  our  darling  father, 
From  his  earthly  home  away. 


And  they  bore  him  to  the  hill-top, 
Gently  laid  him  in  his  tomb, 

Where  the  green  trees  wave  above  him, 
And  the  flowers  sweetly  bloom. 

Long  his  feeble  steps  had  warned  us, 
Long  we  saw  it  on  his  brow ; 

But  it  breaks  our  hearts  to  say  it, 

We  have  lost  our  father  now. 


Dear  father,  how  we  miss  you, 

In  our  earthly  home  below, 

But  in  Heaven  we  long  to  meet  you, 
Where  no  farewell  tears  e’er  flow. 

We  are  lonely,  since  you  left  us, 

And  our  cross  seems  hard  to  bear ; 
For  our  home  is  sad  and  lonely, 

Since  there  is  no  father  there. 

On  your  grave  we  place  the  roses, 
And  they  droop  and  withered  lie, 
But  your  memory  lives  forever; 

In  our  hearts  it  will  never  die. 


Though  we  miss  you  here,  dear  father, 
Long  for  you  but  all  in  vain, 

There  is  one  bright  thought  comes  to  us, 
That  our  loss  has  been  your  gain. 

And  that  some  bright  day  we’ll  meet  you 
In  your  Heavenly  Home  Above, 

Where  there  is  no  pain  or  parting, 

All  is  joy  and  peace  and  love. 
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DIAMONDS  FOR  HEARTS. 


CHAS.  A.  LAUFER. 
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HE  first  in  glitter  and  glory — 

A diamond  put  up  for  a heart, 

Will  seem  like  the  same  old  story, 

And  soon  forever  must  part. 

In  a ring  on  your  sweetheart’s  finger, 
All  glittering  with  diamonds  and  gold, 
Two  loved  ones  in  all  their  glory, 

Are  telling  the  story  oft  told. 


When  quarrels  take  place  of  loving, 

And  diamonds  turn  into  a club, 

When  love’s  sweet  dreams  are  ended, 
Those  love-words  turned  into  a snub, 
It  will  seem  like  a different  story, 

When  love  turns  into  hate, 

And  life  won’t  seem  worth  living, 
When  a heart  turns  into  a spade. 

But  brighten  up  and  be  cheerful, 

For  in  this  world  there  is  hope, 

All  comes  to  those  who  will  wait  — 

Just  give  them  plenty  of  rope. 

Look  up  in  this  world  and  be  merry, 

And  soon  your  troubles  will  depart, 
Just  think  of  the  dear  old  story, 

For  everv  diamond  there  is  a heart. 


Though  clubs  may  rule  the  country, 

Just  think  it’s  never  too  late 
For  a man  to  take  all  his  troubles, 

And  cover  them  up  with  a spade. 

This  life  is  just  what  you  make  it, 

And  this  world  just  as  you  take  it; 

Sure  in  this  world  there  are  others, 

As  diamonds  and  hearts,  are  sisters  and  brothers. 
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LOVE  DIVINE. 


NANNIE  MAJORE. 


1L 


OVE  heals  many  a wounded  heart, 

'Twill  bring  us  together  when  far  apart, 
One  kind  word  spoken  will  serve  to  clear 
The  eye  that’s  clouded  by  sorrow’s  tear. 


What  is  it  on  yonder  hill  I see  ? 

’Tis  a little  grave  ’neath  a sheltering  tree. 
Oft  loved  ones  linger  beneath  that  tree, 
And  weep  for  the  lost  one  bitterly. 


A mother  and  father  old  and  gray, 

Still  yearn  for  the  son  that  has  passed  away. 
Still  dwells  his  image  in  each  heart, 

His  life  was  of  life  of  theirs  a part. 


When  God  shall  sound  the  trumpet  call, 
We  shall  ascend  then,  one  and  all; 

Then  all  our  tears  will  be  wiped  away, 
And  w'e'll  live  together  in  Love  alway. 
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BEAUTIFUL  CHRISTMAS  MORN. 


BERTHA  HUSTED. 


EAUTIFUL,  beautiful  Christmas  morn, 
When  the  Child  of  Bethlehem  was  born, 
And  from  out  the  gloom  of  old-time  belief 
’Rose  a beautiful  light  to  bring  relief 
To  the  souls  of  all  truth-loving  men, 

Who  believe  on  the  Child  of  Bethlehem. 


How  sacred  all  should  hold  this  day, 

When  God  in  His  own  mysterious  way 
Brought  forth  the  King  Who  has  ever  been 
The  only  rightful  King  of  men ; 

Through  Him  was  sent  this  Heavenly  light, 
To  gladden  our  day  and  brighten  our  night. 

And  over  this  land  I am  glad  to  say 
Spreads  broader  this  light  from  day  to  day, 
And  penetrates  through  the  darkest  night 
To  guide  some  poor  erring  soul  aright, 

To  brighten  the  path  of  the  sad  and  forlorn. 
Oh ! beautiful,  beautiful  Christmas  morn ! 
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HUMAN  SHIPS. 


JEAN  TABORET. 

UMAN  ships  all  are  we,  are  we, 

Sailing  on  the  sea  of  life ; 

At  one  time  sailing  smoothly, 

Then  tossed  on  the  rocks  of  strife. 

We  know  not  what  tomorrow  will  bring, 
For  the  ship  that  today  we  sail 
May  be  torn  asunder  on  the  rocks 
By  tomorrow's  stormy  gale. 


So  build  ye  up  a foundation  strong, 
That  in  storms  of  life  will  not  fall ; 
But  ever  anon  will  stand  the  test 
And  be  victor  over  all. 
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GOD’S  PLANS. 


ROSA  LILLY  CLARK. 


IS  God  who  rules  the  world 
In  wondrous  way ; 

Who  keeps  a loving  watch 
Both  night  and  day. 


Who  surely  and  silently 
Worketh  out  His  plan 
For  His  Own  Glory 
And  the  good  of  man. 


And  human  beings 
Running  to  and  fro, 

W orking  out  their  own  plans 
Here  below, 


Are  at  the  same  time, 

Not  knowing  that  they  do, 
Working  out  God’s 
Great  plans,  too. 
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OH,  WON’T  YOU  STAY  HOME  TONIGHT? 


A.  A.  THOMPSON. 

H ! won’t  you  stay  home  tonight,  papa  ? 

You  always  go  out  so  soon. 

Oh  ! won’t  you  stay  home  with  me  and  ma 
Instead  of  the  wicked  saloon? 

Ma  will  start  crying  when  you  are'  gone, 

And  then  I feel  lonesome,  too ; 

We  all  will  be  glad  if  you  stay  home 
We  all  will  be  good  to  you. 

Chorus. 

Then  give  me  a kiss  ,and  we  shall  go  in 
And  have  a nice  talk  with  mamma ; 

For  I tell  you  this,  though  bad  you  have  been, 
I know  she  loves  you,  dear  papa. 


And  once  in  the  church  you  know,  dear  papa, 
Some  time  in  the  month  of  June, 

You  promised  to  love  forever  my  ma ; 

You  can’t  have  forgot  so  soon. 

Then  don’t  let  her  shed  more  tears  for  you 
By  leaving  us  all  alone ; 

For  that  will  make  you  unhappy  too, 

When  mamma  is  dead  and  gone. 
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I SAW  HER  IN  MY  SLUMBER  SWEET. 


E.  C.  SCHRODER. 


MOTHER,  clear,  why  are  you  silent  now  ? 
It’s  because  your  earthly  strife  is  o’er. 

I’d  like  to  see  your  face  again : 

I wonder  if  we’ll  meet  once  more. 

You  were  the  ideal  of  my  soul, 

And  in  sorrow,  comfort  to  my  heart. 
Come  back  to  me,  for  I am  lonely 
And  sad  because  we  had  to  part. 


Chorus. 

I am  longing  for  you  now,  my  darling  mother ; 

For  this  world  is  full  of  sorrow  and  despair; 
And  your  love  and  tender  care  was  not  like  others, 
You  were  my  delight  and  joy  so  true  and  fair. 

I saw  her  in  my  slumber  sweet, 

The  vision  of  my  dream 
She  stood  there  with  the  angels, 

Her  face  with  joy  did  beam. 

I am  longing  for  her  now, 

To  hear  those  loving  words  of  yore. 

Above,  some  day  Ell  meet  her, 

In  Glory,  yes,  once  more. 
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WINTER  IN  NEW  ENGLAND. 


PAUL  J.  SMITH. 

OLD  the  wintry  blast  is  blowing 

'Gainst  New  England’s  rugged  shore ; 

Loud  the  angry  sea  is  roaring 
As  it  beats  the  Plymouth  shore. 

Madly  leap  the  liquid  masses 
High  into  the  chilly  air ; 

O'er  the  rocky  beach  it  dashes 
Foaming  white  like  Winter’s  hair. 

Night  his  jetty  wings  now  hovers 
O'er  the  wooded  vale  and  shore  ; 

Darkness  lake  and  river  covers, 

Mount  and  valley,  marsh  and  moor. 

Shrill  the  wintry  blast  is  singing 
Through  the  giant  and  leafless  trees ; 

Songs  of  Hyperborean  bringing, 

Of  the  mighty  Arctic  freeze. 

Fierce  and  higher  rises  the  North  wind, 
Loud  and  louder  sings  his  song, 

Sings  the  praises  of  the  Snow  King, 

How  the  winds  around  him  throng. 
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NEW  YEAR'S  HYMN. 


ELLA  COOPER  COWLEY. 


E sit  before  the  fire  tonight, 

As  the  old  year  slowly  takes  its  flight. 
We  are  here  alone,  and  wonder  whether 
The  year  to  come  brings  sunny  weather, 
Or  shall  we  he  tossed  about  with  doubt, 
By  foes  within  and  cares  without? 


We  lately  read,  “Through  Gates  of  Gold," 
Whose  wonderful  beauty  will  unfold 
To  all  who  bravely  lift  the  latch; 

And  as  they  lift,  have  strength  to  catch 
The  glorious  presence  rich  and  rare 
That  is  felt  by  all  who  enter  there. 


As  the  old  year  dies,  our  thoughts  will  glide 
Into  the  great  world's  swelling  tide ; 

And  we  send  a prayer  to  the  Powers  Above, 
That  the  year  to  come  may  be  ruled  by  love. 

O God ! haste  the  time  when  strife  may  cease, 
And  all  the  nations  will  be  at  peace ; 

When  mankind  goes  to  war  no  more, 

And  love  is  king  from  shore  to  shore; 

When  the  gospel  of  love  is  so  profound 
That  the  earth  is  consecrated  ground — 

Then  Christ  our  Lord,  we  will  welcome  Thee, 
Then  in  truth  will  the  Millennium  be. 

We  are  sitting  still  in  the  firelight  glow; 

The  old  year  has  gone  with  its  ebb  and  flow, 
And  the  new  year  is  here  with  its  many  hopes, 
Its  brightening  skies  and  sunny  slopes  ; 

And  may  it  to  all  rich  promise  bring, 

And  a blessedness  from  which  shall  spring 
A glorious  aftermath. 
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THE  ONE  MESSAGE. 


JESSIE  A.  MILLARD  ENGLISH. 


MOCKING-BIRD  lilts  on  the  treetop  yonder, 

And  thus  I interpret  the  carol  he  sings 
As  he  lilts  there,  trilling  and  thrilling  with  gladness, 
'‘The  oneness  of  Infinite  Life  in  all  things'.” 

His  body  sways  with  his  bliss  ecstatic, 

While  with  head  uplifted  and  vibrant  throat, 

He  sings  of  his  oneness  with  all  things  living, 

And  flings  forth  his  joy  in  exultant  note. 


A humming-bird  poised  o’er  the  fuchsias  yonder 
With  wings  a-shimmer  and  breast  a-glow, 

Gives  forth  a chirp  of  satisfaction 

Which  but  echoes  the  thought  of  the  other  I know. 
The  ocean  thunders  and  rants  and  tumbles 
And  sobs  and  moans  in  the  lap  of  the  land, 

And  seems  ever  bent  on  imparting  a message 
To  those  who  will  listen  and  understand. 

The  rivers,  the  brooks  and  the  rills  all  sing  it; 

Wherever  you  hear  them  just  listen  and  see 
The  lesson  of  life  they’re  forever  repeating, 

The  oneness  of  all  with  you  and  with  me. 

The  birds  all  sing  it,  the  bees  they  hum  it, 

As  they  dip  for  sweets  in  each  blossom’s  throat ; 
The  katy-dids  and  the  crickets  shrill  it, 

Each  in  its  own  peculiar  note. 

The  leaves  of  the  trees  and  bushes,  the  flowers, 

The  grasses  that  bend  and  dip  with  each  breeze, 
They  all  seem  telling  the  same  sweet  story 
To  me — that  I am  at  one  with  these. 

The  beautiful  message  replete  with  meaning 
A blessing  brings  to  each  weary  soul ; 

It  tells  of  Infinite  Love  and  Wisdom 
That  binds  and  holds  the  universe  whole. 
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THE  ANGEL’S  CALL. 


GRACE  MCALLISTER. 


WILL  not  pass  this  way  again, 

And  all  I do  and  all  I say 
Are  instruments  for  good  or  ill 
To  meet  me  in  the  Judgment  Day. 


I will  not  pass  this  way  again ; 

The  seasons  come,  the  seasons  go. 
Today  the  hair  is  shining  brown  ; 
Tomorrow  white  as  fallen  snow. 


I will  not  pass  this  way  again 

Where  sunbeams  play  and  shadows  fall ; 
My  soul  will  soar  to  yonder  Home 
In  answer  to  the  angel’s  call. 

I will  not  pass  this  way  again  ; 

But  if  my  life  be  pure  and  sweet, 

’Twill  leave  its  fragrance  when  I go 
To  draw  another  to  His  feet. 


THE  OLD  CLOCK. 


MARIE  J.  MARSTON. 


ONG  it  has  stood  on  the  mantel-piece, 
Ticking  away  the  hours  of  day, 
While  many  a human  life  has  ceased, 
And  long  since  passed  away. 


In  all  the  changes  that  have  taken  place, 

In  this  old  home  so  sad  and  lone, 

It  runs  its  race  with  even  pace, 

And  life  and  death  are  to  it  unknown. 

It  told  the  hour  when  we  were  born, 

And  joined  its  note  with  the  marriage-bell, 
While  all  went  merrily  as  a song, 

And  the  old  clock  chimed  forth,  “All  is  well.” 


When  the  festive  board  was  spread, 

And  the  guests  were  seated  at  the  feast, 
And  a blessing  on  the  food  was  said, 

There  stood  the  old  clock,  last  but  not  least. 

When  death  did  claim  the  youngest  born, 

And  her  pure  spirit  from  pain  was  free, 

She  left  us  for  that  Fairer  Bourne, 

'From  which  no  traveler  e'er  returns. 


Oh  ! the  many  that  have  entered  this  door, 

And  crossed  the  time-worn  sill ! 

Would  they'd  stayed  longer  on  this  earthly  shore. 
Could  it  have  been  the  Father’s  will. 

Here  we  can  never  see  them  more. 

They  are  within  the  Heavenly  fold. 

We  know  they  have  only  gone  before, 

Where  the  streets  are  paved  with  gold. 

# 

The  hours  and  days  are  ticking  bv ; 

Soon  our  mortal  lives  must  cease ; 

In  the  damp  earth  we  all  must  lie, 

While  the  clock  tolls  the  hour  on  the  mantel-piece. 
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KNEADING  THE  DOUGH. 


G.  L.  KENNER. 


ENDING  o'er  the  table, 
Her  cheeks  all  in  a glow, 

I saw  my  charming  Mabel 
A-kneading  of  the  dough. 


I viewed  with  admiration 

Those  hands  as  white  as  snow, 

And  in  silent  contemplation 

I watched  her  knead  the  dough. 

“Oh ! won’t  you  marry  me,  sweet  maid? 

Pray  do  not  answer  no. 

There  are  other  girls,  but  I’m  afraid 
They  can  not  knead  the  dough. 

“I  have  gold  and  silver  plenty, 

Which  on  you  I will  bestow ; 

For  there’s  not  one  girl  in  twenty 

That  knows  how  to  knead  the  dough.” 


Then  she  smiled  on  me  most  sweetly, 
And  answered  soft  and  low, 

“Your  offer  is  accepted,  sir, 

Because  I need  the  dough.” 
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MY  PRAIRIE  FLOWER. 


MRS.  GEO.  BARR. 


HERE  dwells  far  away  in  the  sunset  land 
My  own  love,  Rosalie ; 

In  a neat  little  cot  in  a bright  sunny  spot 
She  watches  and  waits  for  me. 


Chorus. 

Then  away,  away  to  the  prairie 

Where  the  winds  blow  fresh  and  free ; 
There’s  a neat  little  cot  in  a bright  sunny  spot 
Where  my  Rosalie  waits  for  me. 


Her  voice  is  sweet  as  summer  rain, 

Her  laugh  like  a fairy  chime ; 

Her  heart  as  pure  as  the  rivulet 
With  its  sparkle  and  its  shine. 

Ell  hie  me  away  to  the  prairie  wide, 
Where  the  winds  blow  fresh  and  free, 
To  my  love  so  true  with  eyes  so  blue, 
Ah ! why  should  we  parted  be  ? 


<ln 
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PERSONALITY. 


MRS.  L.  P.  EGNEW. 


N this  beautiful  world  of  pleasure, 
Mingled  with  its  cares  and  strife, 
Meeting  strange  and  new  faces, 
Knowing  but  little  of  each  life, 


There  comes  within  us  an  echo, 

Beckoning  toward  some  step  in  life 

But  we  pause  upon  the  threshold, 
Waiting,  doubting  what  is  right. 

The  world  slides  in  between  us 
Giving  sway  to  worldly  friends  ; 

Then  we  yield  to  different  vices, 

All  because  we  see  no  end. 

Those  who  listen  to  the  echo 
Of  that  inner,  truer  friend, 

Work  the  outline  of  our  castles 
With  a stronger,  purer  hand. 
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. A LULLABY. 


DEDICATED  TO  LITTLE  CATHERINE  LAURENE  GRAY. 

EMMA  LAURENE  SWEET. 


LUMBER  sweetly,  sweetly,  O my  baby, 
Resting  safe  in  Mamma’s  arms ! 


Close  your  eyes,  my  tiny  lady, 

And  Lll4  shield  you  from  all  harm. 
Lav  here  cuddled  close  my  treasure, 
O my  little  one  so  dear ; 

Don’t  unclose  your  roseleaf  eyelids, 
Don’t  let  mother  see  a tear. 


Go  to  sleep,  dear  little  blessing, 

Precious  treasure  of  my  heart ; 

My  little  one,  you're  safely  resting. 

God’s  angels  won’t  from  you  depart. 
Hush  ! my  baby  is  now  sleeping, 

Oh  ! step  softly,  gently,  I 'implore, 
Cherubs  now  her  dreams  are  keeping, 
Tiny  cherubs  from  the  Golden  shore. 

Rest,  rest,  I am  watching  you,  darling, 
My  own  wee,  wee,  baby  girl ; 

There  are  many  sweet  babies ; 

But  none  like  you  in  the  world. 

Rest,  rest,  I am  watching  you,  darling, 
My  own  wee,  wee,  baby  girl. 

There  are  many  sweet  babies, 

But  none  like  you  in  the  world. 
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GRANDMOTHER’S  PIANO. 


IDA  S.  REICHART. 

IS  the  closing  of  a pleasant  summer's  day, 

^And  the  sun’s  last  lingering,  golden  ray 
Shines  brightly  through  the  broad  open  window, 

Over  the  yellow  keys  of  the  dear  old  piano. 

Many  a sweet  story  of  love  its  music  has  told, 

And  now  as  my  fingers  glide  o’er  the  keys,  a vision  of  old 
Seems  to  rise  up  before  me,  of  days  that  are  past, 
Nevermore  to  return  as  long  as  life  shall  last. 

In  fancy  I picture  thee,  dear  grandmother, 

A sweet  girl  of  eighteen,  and  your  lover, 

Now  my  stately  grandfather,  standing  near  thee, 

As  you  sat  at  this  same  piano  playing  so  sweetly 
The  melodies  which  seem  to  soothe  the  nerve 
Of  your  lover,  yet  young,  but  often  called  to  serve 
As  a brave  soldier  in  those  days  long  ago. 

When  battles  raged  and  every  true  knight  compelled  to  go. 

But,  ah  me ! how  long  I have  been  dreaming ! 

The  sun  has  set,  and  the  night  will  be  coming 
To  throw  its  dark  mantle  over  the  distant  hills. 

Yet  when  twilight  reigns,  my  heart  with  rapture  thrills ; 
For  as  my  fingers  touch  the  old  piano’s  keys, 

Every  thought  of  care  seems  to  cease, 

While  happiest  joys,  sweetest  meditations 

Are  borne  from  its  string’s  rich-toned  vibrations. 
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THE  MOWER. 


CHAS.  TULLEY. 


WATCHED  an  aged  mower  who  mowed  on  the  weald, 

And  a sweet  flower  grew  in  that  threatened  field 

That  had  oped  its  young  head  to  the  fresh  breeze  of  morn, 

A daisy  that  grew  in  the  shade  of  the  thorn. 


Simple  and  beautiful  and  undefiled, 

It  grew  in  meek  loveliness  tho’  in  the  wild; 

But  the  pure  dew  of  morning  that  glistened  so  bright 
Is  the  tear  that  reflects  in  the  sorrows  of  night. 

And  a reaper  approached  with  an  unswerving  hand, 
And  I clutched  at  the  flower  that  graced  its  small  land ; 
But  it  faded  and  drooped  like  that  fast  fleeting  day, 
And  an  angel  has  borne  that  sweet  spirit  away. 
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MY  HOPE. 


JENNIE  WILLIAMS. 


HOUGH  my  life  is  full  of  trials, 

And  my  crown  is  pierced  with  thorns, 
Jesus'  footsteps  I am  following 
That  endeth  in  Eternal  Morn. 


Though  my  cross  seems  very  heavy, 
It  is  lighter  that  He  bore ; 

And  my  feet  are  very  tired, 

Unlike  His,  are  not  sore. 


But  the  longest  life  is  brief, 

And  I know  I soon  shall  be 
With  Him  in  the  Heavenly  Mansions 
Prepared  for  Eternity. 
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PRAYER. 


ANNA  GRAVES  HAMMOND. 


ORD,  when  we  wake  in  the  morning, 
Filled  with  the  cares  of  the  day, 
Teach  us  to  ask  Thy  protection ; 

Come  Thou,  and  show  us  the  way. 


We  cannot  fight  every  battle, 

No,  not  unless  Thou  art  nigh  ; 

W e know  he  that  asketh  receiveth  : 
Come  with  Thy  grace  from  On  High. 

Help  us,  dear  Lord,  to  be  patient, 

Ready  to  do  and  to  dare ; 

Teach  us  to  ask  Thy  forgiveness ; 

Come  Thou  our  sorrows  to  share. 

At  last  when  our  life’s  work  is  ended, 
And  we  our  Redeemer  shall  see, 

May  we  join  in  the  Heavenly  Chorus, 

At  Thy  feet  lay  our  burdens,  be  free. 
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SUCCESS. 


MAY  A.  HARDY. 


O hear  men  speak  in  loving  words, 

Of  the  great  deeds  that  you  have  done, 
And  know  that  all  the  world  has  heard 
Of  battles  fought,  and  victories  won ; 
’To  pass  along  the  crowded  street, 

And  see  the  eager  throng  that  press 
To  catch  a word,  a glance,  a smile — 

Is  this  success  ? Is  this  success  ? 


To  write  a sw eet  and  thrilling  song 

Whose  tender  thoughts  can  move  the  heart, 
To  feel  that  you  possess  the  power 
To  make  the  smile  or  teardrop  start; 

To  feel  that  thousands  yet  will  sing 
That  song,  and  then  the  singer  bless, 

When  you  have  passed  from  earth  away, 

Is  this  success?  Is  this  success? 

To  try  to  fill  each  hour,  each  day 
With  gentle  words  and  loving  deeds, 

That  all  may  see  Christ’s  love  in  you, 

And  never  think  of,  sects,  or  creeds ; 

To  guide  the  erring,  help  the  weak, 

Comfort  and  cheer  the  comfortless, 

To  make  this  earth  a happier  place 
Because  you  live — this  is  success. 


/ 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


463 


I LOVE  YAQUIMA  BAY. 


MARY  I.  GELLATLY. 


ipljT  Y heart  is  like  the  nightingale,  I'll  sing  a roundelay 
motion  sweet,  no  other  mete  as  old  Yaquima  Bay, 
Where  tides  are  rolling  o’er  the  bar  with  mighty  swell  and  roar, 
Bespeak  the  majesty  of  Him  who  loveth  von  and  me. 


Chorus. 

I love  Yaquima  Bay  ! I love  Yaquima  Bay ! 

Down  by  the  ocean’s  spray,  1 love  Yaquima  Bav. 

When  tired  and  worn  with  summer's  heat,  I’ll  seek  thy  cooling  spray ; 
I’ll  board  the  train  and  o’er  the  hills  to  old  Yaquima  Bay, 

To  watch  the  surf  play  on  the  beach  and  see  the  breakers  roll, 
Whose  snow-white  caps  and  blue-green  depths  shall  rest  my  very 

soul. 


I'll  go  and  see  the  seals  at  play  down  on  Seal  Rocks  again, 

And  driving  on  the  South  Beach  sands,  I'll  get  a lovely  tan; 

I’ll  wander  up  and  down  the  beach  to  Jump  Off  Toe  again, 

And  see  the  lighthouse  on  the  point  that  far  illumes  the  main. 

I’ll  sit  me  down  on  Newport's  Heights,  and  watch  for  ships  at  sea, 
And  see  them  steaming  up  and  down  the  bay  so  jauntily. 

I like  to  see  them  cross  the  bar  on  bounding  swell  so  gav 
Whose  waves  go  rippling  up  the  bay  full  twenty  miles  away. 

It’s  just  the  place  to  deep-sea  fish,  dig  oysters,  clams  and  shrimps, 
For  finding  agates  on  the  beach  and  bright  cornelians,  too  ; 

And  at  the  Devil’s  Punch  Bowl  are  star-fish  of  every  hue, 

And  whales  are  sporting  in  the  deep  out  by  the  lighthouse,  too. 

For  lovers,  trysts  and  honeymoons,  it  is  the  place  to  be; 

The  belles  and  swells  from  everywhere  are  at  Yaquima  Bay, 

And  like  mermaids  and  dolphins  they’re  disporting  in  the  surf, 

And,  building  bonfires  on  the  beach,  do  have  a time  of  mirth. 

The  charm  of  all  the  ocean  wild  is  at  Yaquima  Bay ; 

There’s  everything  to  please  the  heart  down  on  Pacific’s  shores, 
Where  tides  are  rolling  o’er  the  bar  with  mighty  swell  and  roar, 
Bespeak  the  majesty  of  Him  who  loveth  you  and  me. 
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FALSE  PRIDE. 


MRS.  MARIAN  BULLIS. 


be  not  proud  of  your  bright  eyes 
That  shine  with  sunlight  from  the  skies  ; 
But  let  them  see  what  they  can  find 
To  help  some  others  poor  and  blind; 

And  be  not  proud  of  your  fair  lips 
So  pink  and  smooth  like  rosy  tips ; 

But  let  them  speak  with  modest  care 
The  truth  that  sounds  so  sweet  and  fair. 


Ah  ! be  not  proud  of  your  soft  hands 
So  white  and  perfect  and  so  grand ; 

But  let  them  always  choose  to  do 
Some  work  that's  honest,  good  and  true  ; 
And  be  not  proud  of  your  fair  feet 
That  walk  so  perfect  in  the  street ; 

But  let  them  lead  you  on  the  way 
Where  duty  calls  you  day  bv  day. 

* ’Tis  not  complexion  or  dainty  skin, 

Or  lovely  curls  or  jewelled  ring 
That  make  a noble  person  kind, 

Or  makes  you  loved  on  every  side. 

The  deeds  you  do,  the  life  you  lead 
Will  guide  you  to  an  upward  speed. 

Just  try  to  lighten  others’  woes; 

For  handsome  is  that  handsome  does. 
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CHRISTMAS  MORNING. 


ANNIE  MURPHY. 

COME,  all  ye  blessed,  and  rejoice; 
Come  and  sing  and  sing  again ! 
Christ  our  Blessed  Lord  has  come ; 
Come  and  sing  the  sweet  refrain. 

In  the  manger  He  was  born, 

The  Innocent  Babe,  the  Undefiled  ; 
On  that  blessed  Christmas  morn, 

He  was  born,  the  Holy  Child. 

Bright  the  Star  of  Bethlehem 

Plainly  pointed  out  the  way 

To  the  shepherds  and  wise  men, 

Where  the  Holy  Christ  Child  lav. 

*• 

Meek  he  lay  in  Mary’s  arms, 

Virgin  mother  undefiled ; 

Halos  shone  around  their  heads, 
Glorifying  their  faces  mild. 

Oh  ! praise  Him,  all  ye  seraphim, 
Praise  Him,  all  ye  cherubim, 
Singing,  “Christ  the  Lord  has  come, 
Christ,  the  Blest  Redeemer. ” 
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SKYE  TERRIER’S  GRAVE. 
Epitaph  on  a Pet. 


DAVID  M.  T.  POWELL. 


ERE  lies  poor  little  Gip, 

A good  little  dog  was  she ; 
By  all  the  family  well-beloved, 
From  canine  vices  free. 


A terror  was  she  to  hunt, 

Either  big  game  or  small, 

She  freed  the  places  from  mice  and  rats, 
And  from  coyotes  and  rodents  all. 

And  now  she  lies  at  rest ; 

Her  dog-soul  may  be  found 
Among  all  canine  blest, 

In  the  Happy  Hunting  Ground. 


CORONATION  ODE. 


DAVID  M.  T.  POWELL. 

AIL ! all  glory  to  the  Eternal  King ! 

Help  us,  Lord,  to  sing  this  day. 

In  solemn  anthems  let  voices  ring, 

Ever  mindful  to  watch  and  pray, 

That  Thou  in  righteousness  may  lead 
Thro'  all  changes,  water  or  fire, 

In  his  beloved  and  revered  mother’s  stead 
Him  who  now  reigns  over  this  Empire. 

Loudly  roars  the  lion  of  old  Albion, 

For  this  day  will  be  crowned  a king, 

Of  his  mother’s  house  a noble  scion; 

Then  in  martial  strain  and  hymns  we  sing. 
May  he  ever  be  true  and  just, 

Long  may  he  reign  to  lead  us  forward, 

And  like  an  emperor  finish  his  trust, 

God  bless  our  noble  King  Edward ! 

Come,  ye  ancient  mariners  so  bold, 

Braves  of  Neptune’s  sons,  I ween, — 

Come,  ye  Northmen,  warriors  of  old, 

To  do  homage  this  day  to  Britain’s  Oueen. 
Beautiful  Alexandria  we  are  proud  to  call  her, 
Long  may  she  live  and  reign, 

And  with  her  and  our  King  forever, 

May  God’s  blessing  e’er  remain ! 

At  thy  mandate,  heroes  assemble, 

When  liberty's  form  stands  in  view ; 

Thy  banners  make  tyrants  to  tremble, 

For  thy  cause  is  ever  just  and  true. 

May  the  empire  united  never  sever, 

But  always  to  its  colors  prove  true, 
Britannia’s  flag  will  wave  forever, 

And  make  her  enemies  ever  rue. 
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AMONG  THE  HILLS  OF  OREGON. 


MYRTLE  G.  HOUSE. 


UT  among  the  hills  of  Oregon, 

Miy  heart  is  there  tonight, 

In  fancy  I see  a homestead 
Where  the  moon  is  shining  bright. 
That  old  familiar  pathway 

Where  the  flowers  bloom  at  the  gate, 
And  the  pine  trees  sobbing  softly ; 

They  whisper  of  my  fate. 


Those  dear  old  days  are  over  now, 
And  ne'er  will  be  again ; 

The  girls  have  grown  to  women, 

And  the  boys  have  grown  to  men. 
Those  davs  I fondlv  treasure, 

And  if  there  I never  would  roam, 
From  among  the  hills  of  Oregon, 
That  I call,  “Home,  sweet  home." 


Mis  among  the  hills  of  Oregon, 

I spent  my  childhood  days, 

My  heart  is  there  among  the  pines, 
Where  the  birds  sing  their  sweet  lays. 
I seem  to  hear  the  laughing  rills, 

And  around  the  sage-bush  see, 

Out  among  the  hills  of  Oregon, 

’Tis  there  I long  to  he. 
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MEMORIES  OF  HOME. 


ELLA  MAY  DOBSON. 


AM  thinking  tonight  of  scenes  of  the  past, 
And  days  of  long  ago, 

When  we  used  to  live  on  the  dear  old  farm, 
Down  near  Tericho. 

The  woods  were  all  around  us  there, 

The  meadows  so  bright  and  green, 

How  the  memories  of  my  childhood  days, 
Come  back  tonight  as  a dream! 


The  tender  smile  of  father  and  mother, 
Beamed  with  affection  pure, 

The  loving  look  of  sister  and  brother, 
For  our  hearts  were  of  each  other  sure. 
The  old  apple  tree  by  the  cottage  door, 
Where  the  children  used  to  swing, — 

I can  almost  hear  their  voices, 

And  hear  the  songs  they'd  sing. 

But  we  are  drifting  onward, 

Drifting  down  the  years, 

We  were  once  so  happy, 

We  have  since  shed  bitter  tears. 

Some  have  crossed  the  Silent  River, 
Some  in  different  homes  now  dwell, 
And  I hear  a sweet  voice  whisper, 

“ Jesus  doeth  all  things  well.” 
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ONLY  A BAND  OF  GOLD. 


LAWRENCE  REBO. 


WAS  only  a band  of  gold, 

Yet  on  some  fair  hand 
That  is  dearer,  yes,  far  dearer, 
Than  all  jewels  of  the  land, 


Little  ring,  tho’  inself  is  worthless, 
Holds  a story  that  is  true, 

Of  a heart  once  filled  with  gladness, 
For  the  one  she  thought  she  knew. 


She  who  wore  the  token, 

Of  the  one  who  to  her  was  false, 
Died  when  her  heart  was  broken, 
For  his  love  to  her  was  lost. 


Oh ! the  hearts  once  gay  and  happy, 
Meek  and  gentle  as  a dove, — 

There’re  thousands  that  are  broken, 
Burst  in  twain  by  the  dart  of  love. 

Then  to  think  you  should  read  the  secret, 
That  a broken  heart  doth  hold, 

Of  the  one  she  thought  was  true, 

Yes,  far  truer  than  the  band  of  gold. 

Pray  then  do  not  try  to  read  them, 

You’ll  repent  it  o’er  and  o’er, 

Let  each  lover  hold  his  secret, 

God  alone  can  tell  you  more. 
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TRUE  FRIENDS. 


/ 

MRS.  ALMA  BAHNEY. 


RUE  friends  all  will  hear  our  sorrows, 
Speak  kind  words  that  soothe  the  heart ; 
Tell  the  same  today  and  tomorrow 
And  we  hope  not  with  them  part. 


Thankful  are  we  for  the  friends, 

That  a cheerful  word  will  say ; 

Grateful  hearts  and  lives  depend, 

On  our  missions  every  day. 

1 

Helping  all  with  words  of  kindness, 
Words  that  from  the  heart  arise ; 

Telling  all  there  is  no  sadness 
In  that  Home  beyond  the  skies. 

Help  each  other  through  life’s  journey, 
That  we  are  passing  every  day, 

Better  far  the  hand  extended, 

Than  to  say,  “This  is  no  way.” 

9 

Time  is  passing  swiftly  o’er#us, 

And  our  lives  are  nearly  gone, 

Will  there  be  a record  for  us? 

Can  He  say,  “Thou  hast  well  done?” 


47  2 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


BOOMING  THE  TOWN. 


H.  W.  TENEY. 


ES,  neighbor,  Twill  boom  our  city ; 

’Twill  bring  us  more  trade  I trow. 

Yes,  some  will  get  drunk,  that’s  a pity, 

But  they  bring  it  here  now,  don’t  you  know? 
Just  as  well  keep  the  cash  from  going; 

Some  other  town  profits  will  reap. 

Why,  sir,  it’s  just  like  throwing  away 
What  we  ought  to  keep. 


# 


“Prohibition,  doesn’t  prohibit ; 

They’ll  have  it  any  way,  see? 

A man  some  control  must  exhibit, 

’Twill  never  hurt  you  and  me. 

’Twill  give  us  more  cash  for  improvement: 
We’re  sadly  in  need  of  walks. 

’Twill  help  the  public  hall  movement, 

I tell  you  it’s  money  that  talks.” 

Neighbor  Jones  was  in  for  improvement, 
And  worked  on  election  day, 

And  helped  the  license  movement, 

And  liquor  its  power  to  sway. 

’Twas  some  time  after  election, 

And  two  saloons  had  come. 

A hall  was  in*  course  of  erection, 

The  town  was  beginning  to  hum. 


Neighbor  Jones  was  quite  contented 
At  the  seeming  success  of  his  plan, 
And  looked  on  the  buildings  he’d  rented 
With  the  eye  of  a business  man. 

Said  he,  “How  much  better,  neighbor, 
Than  to  let  trade  go  away ; 

It  even  benefits  labor, 

It  brings  more  work  and  pay.” 
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“What’s  that  you  say,  neighbor  Barton, 

My  two  sons  beginning  to  drink? 

Oh*!  a glass  now  and  then’s  not  alarming ; 

There’s  nothing  to  fear,  I think. 

But,  neighbor,  what  means  that  commotion, 
That  wild  and  tumultuous  throng? 

Look  there,  down  the  street ! I’ve  a notion 
That  something  is  going  wrong. 

What  man  are  those  officers  taking? 

It  looks  like  Willie,  my  son. 

There  must  be  some  mistake  here, 

What  is  it  the  boy  has  done? 

Oh,  God!  Has  he  slain  his  brother? 

My  Willie,  my  hope,  my  joy! 

Gracious  Father,  help  the  mother ! 

Spare  in  mercy  my  erring  boy !” 

Mother  of  victim  and  murderer, 

Transfixed  with  horror  she  stands, 

Till  she  sinks  with  an  agonized  murmur, 
Murdered  by  the  selfsame  hands. 

Go  cheer  that  old  man  in  bereavement ; 

The  gains  of  the  city  unfold ! 

He  hears  in  each  tread  on  the  pavement . 

The  cry  of  a perishing  soul. 
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THE  COUNTRY. 


AUGUST  CHRIST. 


ND  why  do  I ask,  dear  friend,  of  you, 
“Tell  me  of  the  beautiful  country,  do! 
I,  who  so  seldom  its  splendor  see, 

And  must  continually  in  the  city  be?” 


Tell  me  of  the  beautiful  shading  trees, 
Whose  branches  sway  with  the  gentle  breeze, 
Where  one  can  sit  and  inhale  the  pure  air, 
That  drives  from  one  that  everlasting  care ! 

V 

Tell  me  of  the  birds  that  sweetly  sing, 

And  from  one's  heart  does  sorrow  wring, 
While  on  summer  evenings  one  can  hear, 
The  crickets  and  katydids  so  clear. 


Tell  me  of  the  clear  and  refreshing  lake, 
Where  a row  or  bath  each  one  can  take, 

And  of  the  cool  spring  which  flows  close  by, 
Where  one’s  thirst  is  quenched  when  he  is  dry. 


Tell  me  of  all  in  the  country,  dear  friend, 
Right  from  the  beginning  straight  to  the  end, 
And  I shall  endeavor  some  time  to  see, 

That  beautiful  country  so  dear  to  me. 
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A POOR  MILLIONAIRE. 

« 


MRS.  E.  M.  BODEMANN. 


OOR  MILLIONAIRE,  you  offer  your  gold 
For  medical  aid  to  make  you  whole. 

Jesus  said,  “Give  all  to  the  poor, 

Nor  ever  close  to  them  your  door. 

Take  up  your  cross  and  follow  Me, 

If  thou  wouldst  live  Eternally.” 


Jesus  was  a poor  and  humble  man 
While  here  on  earth  life’s  race  He  ran, 

Yet  miracles  He  wrought  on  sea  and  land ; 

He  stilled  the  waves  with  His  Wondrous  Hand; 
The  leper  He  cleansed,  the  sick  made  well, 
And  marvelous  things  too  great  to  tell. 

0 

Now  that  Great  Physician  knocks  at  your  door.; 
Let  Him  in,  or  Lie  may  come  no  more. 
Millions  are  starving,  hear  their  cry ! 

Pass  not  their  suffering  coldly  by. 

Forget  it  not  as  you  fast  and  pray, 

There  are  millions  starving  in  the  world  today. 


While  praying  and  fasting,  I wondered  why 
The  Lord  would  not  heed  my  humble  cry. 
Oh  ! let  me  reach  Thy  Heavenly  Throne ! 
My  wants  I now  to  Thee  make  known. 

I cry  aloud,  Oh  ! save  my  soul ! 

O Blessed  Jesus,  make  me  whole! 
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HIS  LOVING  CARE. 


EVELYN  WHITE  STUART. 


INCE  the  dear  Lord  walks  close  by  my  side, 
From  my  pathway  bends  back  many  a thorn, 
My  heart  no  longer  feels  the  fret  and  strife, 
But  happy  in  His  Love  I journey  on. 


Since  His  Great  Love  was  ne’er  known  to  tire 
Nor  His  Hand  grow  weary  from  leading  aright, 
The  way  no  longer  seemetb  dark  and  drear ; 

For  I am  trusting  in  His  Truth  and  Might. 


Since  He  has  heard  my  oft  selfish  prayer, 

And  caused  me  such  happiness  to  know, 

I only  ask  may  I never  share 

In  placing  thorns  afresh  upon  His  pierced  Brow. 

But  from  my  inmost  soul  I earnestly  plead 
That  ere  He  bids  me  my  Dear  Savior  meet, 

I by  Blis  Grace  some  soul  may  lead 
To  rest  in  sweet  submission  at  His  feet. 
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LITTLE  WILLIE  AND  THE  BEE. 


i 


MRS.  ELLEN  WILLER. 


ITTLE  WILLIE  BROWN  just  came  to  town 

In  the  merry  month  of  June; 

And  he  icily  sat  upon  the  porch 

’Mid  the  honeysuckles’  bloom. 

Up  came  a little  busy  bee, 

To  the  honeysuckle  vine. 

•/ 

“Buzz,  buzz,  buzz,”  went  he, 

The  honey  sweet  to  find. 


“May  I partake  of  your  honey  sweet?” 
Said  the  Bee  to  the  Scarlet  Flower ; 
“Eve  lain  without  work  and  money,  too, 
Thro’  the  long,  long  winter  hour. 

I’ll  be  gentle  and  I'll  be  kind; 

Please  let  me  your  honey  sup. 

I'll  be  sure  some  sweets  to  find 
In  your  crimson  fairy  cup.” 


Then  little  Willie  caught  the  bee 
With  its  “Buzz,  buzz-a-lie-do,” 

And  its  “Buzz,  buzz,  buzz-a-wee.” 

And  Willie  cried  out,  “Oh ! 
Fall-de-diddle,  fall-de-do !” 

For  just  stung  was  he4! 

Cruel  boy — he’d  pinched  the  pointed  end 
Of  the  little  honey-bee. 


Nowr,  all  my  boys,  when  you  want  honey 
I tell  you  as  a friend — 

Just  go  buy  it  with  the  money 
Your  dad  may  give  or  send. 

For  it’s  a sad  but  truthful  fact, 

That  a bee  his  stores  defend; 

So  never  try  the  pinching  act 
On  the  honey-bee’s  pointed  end. 
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AUTUMN  TIME. 


MRS.  W.  A.  GELLATLY 


t 


^H®TS  the  beautiful  autumn  time, 

The  leaves  are  falling  down. 

The  earth  is  clothed  in  its  evening  dress 
Of  scarlet,  gold  and  brown. 

All  nature  seems  to  tell  us : 

“The  season  will  soon  be  gone; 

Haste  to  fulfill  thy  purpose, 

The  year  will  not  linger  long/' 


The  winter  is  fast  approaching 
With  welcome  fire  so  bright. 

The  faces  of  sweet  happy  children 
Are  seen  by  its  glowing  light. 

The  mother  watching  o’er  them 
Is  pleased  with  their  joyous  glee; 

The  father  resting  beside  them — 
Free  from  the  day’s  toil  is  he. 

The  spring  gives  place  to  the  summer 
With  fields  of  ripening  grain. 

The  bountiful  harvest  is  gathered 
And  autumn  comes  again. 

The  days  are  growing  shorter — 
Then  later  the  falling  snow. 

May  our  lives  be  pure  and  noble 
While  the  seasons  come  and  go. 
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THE  GIFT  OF  GOD. 

% 


CHARLOTTE  P.  WILLIAMS. 

GIFT  of  God ! Thy  tender  love  revealing, 

O priceless  gift  of  everlasting  life ! 

Lord,  tune  my  heart  to  Heaven’s  joyful  pealing, 
And  put  away  the  noise  of  earthly  strife. 

The  record  is  that  God  this  gift  bath  given 
To  man,  and  he  hath  life  that  hath  the  Son, 

But  he  that  hath  not  is  not  fit  for  Heaven — 
What  matters  then  for  earthly  honor  w:on  ? 

O God,  this  life  of  Love,  Divine,  Eternal, 

E’en  now  within  my  breast  hath  been  begun, 

A foretaste  of  the  life  that  is  supernal, 

A breathing  in  the  life  of  Thy  Dear  Son. 

O God,  send  down  to  me  the  bread  of  Heaven, 
This  life  of  joy  the  Heav’nly  manna  craves, 

And  bar  out  all  of  sin  and  earthly  leaven — 

Oh ! let  me  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  saves. 

Oh ! give  me  notes  of  grace,  of  love,  of  beauty, 
To  sing  Thy  praise,  O Jesus,  loved  the  best, 

For  joy.  doth  ever  light  the  path  of  duty, 

And  ’tis  Thy  gift — the  joy,  the  peace,  the  rest. 
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WRITE  A LETTER  TO  YOUR  MOTHER. 


f 


M.  ALICE  PEACOCK. 


RITE  a letter  to  your  mother, 
Do  not  wound  the  parent  love, 
The  love  no  care  can  smother ; 
Go  write  a letter  to  your  mother. 


Yes,  write  a letter  to  your  mother, 

A woman  old  and  worn  and  gray; 

Her  thin  face  marked  by  weary  years, 
Her  sad  eyes  dim  with  unshed  tears. 


Write  a letter  to  your  mother, 

Tell  her  that  you  love  her  still, 

For  fear  some  sad  tomorrow 

To  her  may  come  release  from  sorrow. 

Then  through  bitter  falling  tears, 

As  you  gaze  on  her  peaceful  face, 

You  will  remember  to  your  fate 
That  you  did  not  write  'til  too  late. 

j 
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TILL  SHE  SHALL  CALL  ME  HOME. 


BENJ.  PHILLIPS. 

’ER  troublous  tides  I’m  ever  a-drifting, 

Dividing  my  thoughts  as  the  wild  waves  change ; 
And  hope  creeps  in  when  the  shadows  are  shifting, 
Where  the  freaks  of  destiny  range. 


I see  a wonder  in  the  surging  and  lashing 

Of  waves  as  they  dance  to  the  light  of  the  stars- 

’Tis  only  the  ghost  of  lost  joy  dashing — 

A joy  that  Fate  unbars. 

’Tis  the  hope  of  her  whose  beauty  is  wonder, 
Whose  charm  rides  wild  on  the  rushing  foam — 

Thus  ever  Ell  go,  rent  still  asunder 
Till  she  shall  call  me  home. 

I catch  a glimpse  of  her  wondrous  glory 
In  the  first  faint  rays  of  a scented  dawn ; 

And  I weave  my  muse  in  a great  strange  story 
Of  inmost  heart-throbs  born. 

Yet  mercy  bestows  her  couches  and  pillows 
Beside  the  wiay  where  the  weary  shall  roam ; 

But  I’ll  drift  straight  on  to  the  songs  of  the  billows 
Till  she  shall  call  me  home! 

Her  great,  dark  eyes  and  her  darker  tresses 
Still  govern  my  thoughts  like  the  joys  of  yore; 

And  her  glad,  sweet  smile  my  memory  presses, 
The  peerless  smile  she  wore. 

So  I'll  guide  my  barque  through  a sea  of  motion, 
Where  peril  is  seething  on  its  bitter  foam ; 

And  there’ll  be  no  change  of  the  pure  devotion 
Till  she  shall  call  me  home. 
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A WRECK. 


VIOLET  L.  CLARK. 


S I gaze  from  my  window  at  the  tall  block  tower, 
The  old  bell  peals  forth  the  midnight  hour. 

The  dark,  lowering  clouds  go  swiftly  along, 

And  the  roaring  wind  has  a weird,  old  song. 

It  seems  to  say,  “There  will  be  trouble  tonight,' ” 
And  a great,  dark  cloud  hides  the  moon  from  sight. 
The  ocean  dashes  high  on  that  rock-bound  shore, 
And  I hear  the  booming  of  a cannon  once  more. 


f 

A ship  is  in  distress  in  this  fearful  gale, 

As  I listen,  borne  on  the  wind  is  a terrible  hail. 

I turn  from  the  window  and  rush  for  the  door ; 

The  town  folks  are  all  gathering  down  at  the  shore. 

A boat  is  quickly  launched  filled  with  men  big  and  brave. 
And  they  start  o’er  those  waters  the  perishing  to  save. 
We  all  stood  and  listened  to  the  dip  of  the  oar, 

As  those  gallant  men  rowed  far  away  from  the  shore; 

We  quickly  light  beacons  along  the  shore 
To  guide  our  brave  sailors  home  once  more. 

Looking  over  the  waters  in  anguish  we  cried, 

“Return,  Oh  ! return,  dear  ones,  to  our  side !” 

But  as  we  listen  the  roar  of  the  waves  is  all  we  hear, 

And  we  silently  wipe  away  many  a tear. 

Then  morning  breaks  o’er  those  waters  once  more, 

And  we  see  the  empty  life-boat  dashing  into  shore. 
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THE  LORD  KNEW  BEST. 


CLARENCE  I.  ATKINSON. 


T was  out  on  a prairie 
I took  my  bride  to  live. 

The  day  that  we  did  marry, 

I ne’er  myself  can  forgive. 

I took  her  in  the  field, 

While  I husked  the  golden  corn  ; 
To  my  side  she’d  gentle  steal, 

She  was  sad  and  so  forlorn. 


Ah  ! how  I loved  the  baby, 
Dimpled  cheek  and  curly  hair ! 

She  was  all  her  mother  left  me, 
Save  a silent,  vacant  chair. 

I put  her  in  her  little  crib, 

She’d  nestle  to  my  side, 

Just  like  she  always  did 

When  her  mother  was  alive. 

It  was  at  cold  midnight, 

She  woke  me  from  my  sleep. 

Her  breathing  was  so  awful  tight, 
I could  only  stare  and  weep. 

She  whispered  in  my  ear, 

“Dear  papa,  I’s  so  sick, 

And  mamma  is  so  near ; 

I hear  her  call  'Come  quick.’  ” 


They  were  my  heart’s  delight ; 

But  they  both  are  now  at  rest, 

God  took  them  to  His  heavenly  home ; 
For  he  knows  best. 
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THERE  ARE  ANGELS  OUTSIDE  WAITING. 


H.  G.  MEYER. 


T was  night,  and  drawing  near  Thanksgiving, 

The  earth  had  just  been  clad  with  snow; 

As  a loving  husband  watched  by  his  dear,  beloved  wife 
Whose  life's  bright  sun  was  setting  low. 

She  raised  her  head  and  called  her  husband : 

“Go  get  the  children,  dear,"  she  said. 

He  went  to  where  the  little  ones  were  sleeping, 

A chubby  little  boy  and  sunny  maid. 


CHORUS. 


“Come,  my  darlings,"  he  in  grief  did  say, 
“Kiss  your  dear  mother  ere  she  goes  away. 
There  are  angels  waiting  to  take  her  Home 
To  little  Baby  Arthur  above  yon  starry  dome 
From  this  world  of  grief  and  sorrow 
To  join  the  heavenly  throng, 

To  the  realms  of  peace  and  gladness, 

To  our  Father’s  Home." 


Sleepy-eyed  and  while  yet  dreaming, 
Nodding  like  poppies  just  abloom, 

Like  two  fair  and  fragrant  rosebuds 
Kissed  by  sunny  June, 

Tenderly  he  brought  them  to 'their  mother, 
Who  kissed  them  then  each  one, 

And  said  as  she  smiled  so  sadly, 

“Yes,  dear  ones,  Fm  going  Home." 
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HELP  EACH  OTHER. 


JAMES  OLIVER  CHAMBERS. 


not  let  a day  go  past  you 
In  which  you  do  not  try 
some  way  to  help  each  other. 
Do  not  answer  me,  ‘kBut  why?” 


# 


’Tis  the  little  things  that  count 
On  life’s  weary  way ; 

A little  word  -just  kindly  spoken, 
Or  a kindness  at  your  play. 


I know  you’ll  be  better  for  it, 
Get  nearer  God  each  day ; 
By  trying  to  help  one  another, 
We  help  ourselves  each  day. 
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MOTHER  EARTH’S  PROTECTION. 


RUTH  FRANCES  KEATING. 


ROM  out  of  the  gloom 
The  wind  howled  drear ; 
But  cozy  the  fire 

In  the  hearth  burned  clear. 
The  wind  dared  not  enter, 
Tho’  fierce  the  night, 

This  cheery  room 

With  its  embers  bright. 
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But  many  a poor  soul’s 
Lot  is  cast 
Out  in  the  cold, 

Out  in  the  blast. 

But  good  mother  earth 
Does  pity  their  woe, 
And  covers  them  lightly 
With  a blanket  of  snow. 


AUTUMN  DAYS. 


* 


MRS.  GEORGIA  STEINBOWER. 


Z 


HE  melancholy  days  are  here, 

The  saddest,  saddest  of  the  year. 

The  autumn  leaves  are  falling*  fast, 
And  o’er  the  land  a mist  is  cast. 

The  song  birds,  too,  have  flown 
Back  to  their  southern  home. 

Ah ! the  autumn  days  to  me  are  drear ; 
They  are  the  saddest  of  the  year. 


Springtime  brings  refreshing  showers, 
Warmth  and  sunshine,  birds  and  flowers ; 
Birds  and  bees  and  butterflies  gay, 

Song  and  laughter  all  the  day. 

Summer,  too,  with  roses  rare, 

Blooming,  blooming  everywhere ; 

But  the  autumn  days  they  bring  no  cheer ; 
They  are  the  saddest  of  the  year. 

How  the  heart  with  rapture  thrills 
As  winter  with  her  snow-capped  hills 
•Brings  to  us  the  gladsome  shout 
Of  boys  and  girls  as  school  is  out. 

And  we  hear  the  sleigh-bells  jingling, 

And  happy  voices  with  them  mingling ; 

But  the  autumn  days,  they  bring  no  cheer : 
They  are  the  saddest  of  the  year. 


THE  SAILOR-BOY  AT  SEA. 


% 


ALMA  E.  M'KEE. 


'LONE,  all  alone,  on  a shell-girdled  shore, 

.Where  tiny  waves  leap  on  the  sands  o’er  and  o’er ; 
Where  the  mad  billows  gurgle,  all  foaming  with  spray, 
Stands  a cottage  so  lonely,  so  ancient  and  gray. 

From  its  casement  at  morn  ever  guarding  the  deep, 
Two  aged  forms  linger  and  watch  while  they  weep; 
Two  anxious  hearts  long  for  the  boy  o’er  the  sea, 
While  quivering  lips  murmur,  "‘Oh!  come  back  to-  me!” 


CHORUS. 

“Come  home,  my  boy  ; for  storm-clouds  low  are  bending; 

The  wild  waves  moan,  and  foam-capp’d  lash  the  shore ; 
The  curlew’s  cries  with  fear  our  hearts  are  rending ; 
Come  home,  my  boy,  and  roam  the  seas  no  more.” 

t 

The  angel  of  peace  spread  her  wings  o’er  the  deep, 
Where  the  sailor-boy  lay  in  his  berth  fast  asleep  ; 

He  was  dreaming  sweet  dreams  of  the  old  folks  at  home ; 
And  the  waves  lapping  softly  said,  “Never  more -roam!” 
He  was  dreaming  sweet  dreams  of  the  cot  by  the  sea. 

Of  the  dear  aged  loved  ones  with  whom  he’d  soon  be. 

As  he  glided  o’er  billows  all  laden  with  foam, 

He  smiled  as  he  murmured,  “Oh;!  bear  me  safe  home!” 
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MAMMA'S  LITTLE  GOO-GOO. 


ED.  HELM. 


AMMA’S  little  goo-goo,  papa's  little  pet ; 
Everybody’s  coo-coo  when  he  doesn’t  fret ; 
Anybody’s  hugging-post ; isn’t  he  a peach, 

As  he  clings  to  mamma's  neck  like  a little  leach  ? 
See  him  screw  that  little  month  ready  for  a fight ! 
Watch  his  cute  maneuver  as  he  tries  to  bite ; 

Note  the  twinkle  in  his  eye  as  he  turns  his  head, 
Knocks  the  pap  a-flying  when  he's  being  fed. 


CHORUS. 

Mamma’s  little  goo-goo,  better  than  gold, 

You  dear  little  boy,  may  you  never  grow  old ! 

You  essence  of  sweetness,  beauty  and  love, 

I must  tease  you  and  squeeze  you,  my  sweet  turtle-dove. 

Mamma’s  little  goo-goo,  bundle  of  deceit, 

Frowns  and  tears,  goos  and  coos,  often  you  repeat, 
Waking  mamma  from  h;er  sleep  with  a grunt  or  kick ; 
You're  a tootsie  wootsie,  love,  you’re  a little  brick. 

See  him  double  up  himself  like  a little  ball ; 

Straighten  out  his  little  feet,  then  let  out  a squall ! 

Wiggle,  scratch  and  gouge,  you  wretch,  mamma's  little  mite. 
Heaven  bless  my  darling  boy,  morning,  noon  and  night. 

Mamma’s  little  goo-goo,  he  is  growing  vain ; 

Whoops  it  up  lively — always  raising  earn  ! 

Puss  and  him  have  had  it  out ; puss  has  left  the  place, 
Leaving  him  her  compliments  right  across  the  face. 

Dollie  lies  in  ruins.  Trip  has  run  away ! 

Nurse  has  given  warning,  leaves  at  break  of  day. 

Oh  ! but  you’re  a dandy;  go  it  while  you  can ! 

Sweet  as  'lasses  candy,  mamma’s  little  man. 
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YOUR  COMING. 


TO  BERTIE  TALLY,  BY  HATTIE  W.  HUDGENS. 


OU  came  to  me  like  roses  come  to  June, 
So  precious,  sweet  and  oh ! so  dear, 

So  full  of  grace  and  beauty, 

So  full  of  hope  and  cheer. 


You  came,  because  God  sent  you, 

To  me,  a Gift  of  love, 

So  like  an  answer  to  a prayer, 

So  like  a blessing  from  Above. 

I take  my  rose,  and  smile  my  thanks, 

To  God,  the  Sender  from  Above, 

And  vow  to  keep  my  treasure,  and  to  cherish, 
My  precious  rose,  my  gift  of  love, 
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JACK  FROST. 


JULIETTE  JONES. 


ACK  FROST  has  been  busy  with  palette  and  brush 
Painting  the  landscape  with  such  brilliant  hues, 
Red,  yellow  and  purple,  vermilion  and  brown. 
Kaleidoscope  colors  he  knows  how  to  use. 


He  ruthlessly  scatters  the  flowers  from  the  vine, 
The  blossoms  he  chills,  their  petals  downfall. 

The  leaves  of  the  forest  go  whirling  about 
Spreading  a coverlet  over  them  all. 

We  hear  the  nuts  falling  in  forest  and  grove. 

Squirrels  are  busy  the  harvest  to  store. 

A flash  in  the  sunlight,  the  whisk  of  a tail, 

Back  comes  the  greedy  gay  fellow  for  more. 

Our  sweet  feathered  songsters  are  sailing  afar 
To  warm  southern  climes  where  Jack  is  unknown. 
We  miss  their  loved  voices  and  coquettish  ways, 
And  listen  in  vain  for  a favorite’s  tone. 


Our  skies  once  so  blue  are  now  leaden  and  grey. 

Trees  with  bare  branches  point  to  the  sky. 

The  wind  passing  through  them  seems  sadly  to  moan 
That  Summer’s  verdure  and  beauty  should  die. 

Our  windows,  the  artist,  with  consummate  skill 
Has  pictured  the  birds  and  flowers  he  took, 

With  castles,  and  cabins,  and  rivers  and  rills. 
Summer’s  lost  beauties  you’ll  find  if  you  look. 

The  lake  is  as  smooth  and  transparent  as  glass. 

Brave  youths  and  fair  maids  go  gliding  about — 
The  sleigh  bells  go  jingling  with  resonant  sound. 
Children  are  coasting,  and  bob  sleds  are  out. 

Oh,  yes!  Winter  is  here  with  frolic  and  glee. 

Jack  Frost,  we  forgive  you  all  of  your  pranks — 
We’re  sorry  we  sulked  when  you  came  our  way. 
Pardon  us  this  time.  Accept  heartfelt  thanks. 
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A SAD  RECOLLECTION. 


ROSA  BUDDE. 


NE  sad  recollection  shall  ever  remain, 

Of  one  who  came,  and  went  away, 

He  disappeared  like  the  dew  on  the  mountain, 

Like  the  bubble  on  the  fountain  one  long,  weary  day. 


Saddened  into  night,  my  heart  despairing, 
With  the  waning  light ; for  my  lover  dear, 
Came  not,  and  to  part,  to  lose  him, 

Was  like  death  itself,  so  lone,  so  drear. 


To  this  is  hardly  worth  a thought, 

But  there  is  one  sorrow  that  will  e’er  remain, 
For  that  loved  one  who  came  and  went, 

And  whose  leaving  filled  my  heart  with  pain. 


With  me  the  hope  of  life  is  gone, 

The  sun  of  joy  is  forever  set ; 

One  wish  my  heart  still  dwells  upon : 

’Tis  this,  the  wish  that  it  could  forget. 


I must  call  upon  my  woman’s  pride 
To  hide  my  woman’s  love,  and  yet 
My  heart  will  ever  dwell  upon 
The  wish  it  might  forget,  forget. 


WHAT  IS  LOVE? 


HATTIE  W.  SEYDEL. 


HAT  is  love?  It  is  the  breath, 

The  strength,  the  power, 

The  life  of  all  the  universe, 

It  is  the  highest  glory  given, 

And  yet,  alas  ! man’s  darkest  curse. 


It  is  the  master  passion  which  controls  man’s  every  action, 
It  shapes  our  soul,  be  it  for  good  or  evil, 

Lets  us  forget  e’en  God  Above, 

It  gives  us  faith  eternal,  or  destroys  our  hope  forever, 
And  yet,  alas ! ’tis  love,  sweet  love. 
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TO  MY  OWN. 


TO  A.  B.  C.,  BY  HATTIE  W.  SEYDEL. 


VERY  day  I claim  from  life  one  hour 
In  which  I live  and  pray  for  thee, 

When  every  thought  and  deed  and  action, 
Belongs  to  thee,  and  only  thee. 


With  outstretched  hands  and  eager  waiting, 

I long  for  this  sweet  hour  of  peace, 

When  freed  from  slavery's  chains  and  shackles, 
I find  in  thee  mv  soul’s  release. 

My  soul  released,  I hurry  with  the  flight  of  time, 
To  flee  to  thee,  by  thee  to  rest, 

By  thee  to  find  my  burdens  lifted, 

By  thee  to  linger,  loved,  caressed. 

0 sacred  hour,  blessed  is  thy  mission, 

Divine  the  gift  thou  bringest  me, 

1 ask  no  greater  boon  from  life  or  Heaven, 
Than  this,  that  I may  live  for  thee. 

So  shall  it  be, — so  shall  I close  the  hour, 

So  shall  I close  the  day  when  life  is  done, 

For  thee  on  earth,  God  grant,  for  thee  in  Heaven 
Then  for  Eternity,  our  souls  are  one. 
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A DREAM. 


MRS.  C.  B.  COLEMAN. 


DREAMED  of  you  last  night,  mothet , 
The  dream  was  sweet  indeed, 

I dreamed  your  lips  pressed  mine,  dear, 
And  it  was  Heaven  to  me. 

I dreamed  your  dear  arms  held  me, 

Close  to  your  loving  breast ; 

And  vou  uttered  sweet  words,  dear, 

.7  7 7 

Let  head  on  your  shoulder  rest. 

Ah ! it  was  entrancing,  darling, 

And  dreams  ought  to  last  alway ; 

Yes,  I dreamed  of  you,  my  mother; 

Would  that  the  dream  could  last  for  aye. 
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A DRINKING  SONG. 


A.  HODGERS  BROOKS. 

COME  all  good  friends  assembled  here, 

Partake  with  me  one  glass  of  cheer. 

For  life  is  short  so  let’s  be  gay, 

We  know  not  when  we’ll  pass  away. 

So  then  why  sorrow,  or  grieve,  or  care, 

’Twill  wrinkle  your  skin,  and  grey  your  hair. 
Cheer  up,  my  boys,  meet  the  world  with  a smile, 
Forget  your  troubles  for  a little  while. 

Chorus. 

So  drink,  boys,  drink, 

Fet’s  hear  the  glasses  clink. 

Fill  them  right  up  to  the  brim, 

Down  the  contents  with  a vim. 

Drink,  boys,  drink, 

To  one  and  all  good  cheer, 

A long,  long  life  and  a merry  one 
To  all  assembled  here. 

We’ll  drink  a health  to  our  absent  ones, 

Then  we'll  drink  one  to  our  fathers’  sons. 

We'll  drink  perdition  to  our  foes, 

May  they  all  go  where  no  liquor  flows. 

Hear  what  I say  and  mind  it  well, 

There’s  wealth  in  a smile,  I’ve  oft  heard  tell. 

• So  let’s  be  happy,  and  gay,  and  free, 

As  the  dancing  waves  on  the  deep  blue  sea. 
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